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ROBERT HEILMAN 


THE WESTERN THEME: 
EXPLOITERS AND EXPLORERS 


western Kansas and eastern Colorado are not quite the heart 
the West, and buffalo-hunting only third fourth cousin 
westering, nevertheless the scene and the foreground action John 
Williams’s Butcher’s Crossing (New York: Macmillan, 1960. $3.95. 
Pp. 239.) inevitably bring mind the problems the writer who 
would make art out the history the West. has been the fate 
the American West beget the stereotypes that belong pseudo art 
before has yielded the individualized types that belong art 
proper. natural history stereotypes would reveal, surmise, that 
they come into being two opposed ways. One these involves the 
familiar death-in-life paradox the stereotype the devitalization 
once strong life that, since other writers cannot reproduce it, continues 
drag pale likenesses. There were, for instance, the Pamelas 
that resisted men, the Tom Joneses that did not resist women, and the 
Yoricks that resisted vibrations, however minute, delight and pity 
—mechanical imitations that crowded through fiction until almost 1800. 
innovator genius (and genius may not always mean greatness) 
forms taste, and camp-followers, mastering expected motions, gratify 
it. More recently have the examples Wells providing image 
science fiction, Doyle detective fiction, and Gone with the Wind 
the lusty-busty historical. think “grades” stereotype, 
approach which may fruitful, can perhaps see upper-level 
stereotype what call the slightly less condescending name 
“vogue” even what call, little more honorifically, “style.” 
Zola created pattern with such limitations that may come, with the 
modification particular sensibility, seem stereotype, and even 
early the present time the existentialists seem threatened with 
the same danger. When the innovator not much providing re- 
illumination constants catching particular note his own 
time, the threat the stereotype soonest perceived. 
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The stereotypes the West, however, not represent decay 
degenerative hardening what once was living form, sterile 
mimicking earlier creative acts. There are reminiscences for- 
mer greatness the good and bad men, sheriffs and Indians, pioneers 
and profiteers, pardners and skunks, cowboys and emigrants, girls and 
gamblers, patriots and hold-up men, those scarcely human moulds into 
which simulated life-fluid habitually poured practiced script- 
writers who never spill drop that would mess the neat little recep- 
tion rooms their readers’ nervous systems. These standardized re- 
ductions human variety have contrary genesis: they spring into 
their non-vital life response large and striking real-life events that 
the mature imagination has not yet taken the measure and assim- 
ilated. The first stereotype that have identified has its origin literary 
innovation, the second historical “innovation.” literary innovation 
creative mind, whose products may may not turn out great, 
discovers new style new method new emphasis for which 
age some way hence the strength its impact, and hence 
the string successors who repeat what has done and feed 
those ever hungry for the repetitions. historical innovation some cri- 
sis, some discovery, some great expansive movement, some surprising 
reconstruction the known, some overturning the accepted strikes 
its age like blow; are incapable not making art it, but equally 
incapable—perhaps for century—of making art it. come the 
stereotypes, the simplest responses possible terms contemporary 
habits feeling, provide some substitute for that aesthetic experi- 
encing and confrontation newness the world that appear 
seek instinctively. present, for instance, see newsstand magazines 
serving fiction” one can guess the patterns, and one can 
conjecture that they will have almost unlimited tour duty. 
Granted, the service they perform will for only part society, 
that part that needs immediate mythical frame for the dizzying 
pictures monstrous, siren space. 

The historical innovation, breakthrough breakdown, comes 
soonest the embrace adult art when primarily phenomenon 
human behavior, the sense that results from interactions within 
the human community rather than from the discovery and exploitation 
things, objects, nature. The great wars the twentieth century, 
for all their novelties magnitude and weapon and threat global 
destruction, could felt rooted human personality hence, what- 
ever their shock value, they have not had encountered that 
application formulae that the surrogate for true artistic explora- 
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tion. Sober and talented writers have dealt with both wars, and will 
venture that there inverse proportion between the quantity 
their work and the quantity stereotype treatments military themes. 
the world pulps there cannot help being Aviation Stories, but 
there probably not War Stories. 

Among innovations, things (objects, nature) that most readily 
evoke the formulae pseudo art formulae flourish when adequate 
sense human relevance lacking, when objects not impinge upon 
symbolizations human motive and direction. The expansion 
physical worlds affair great things, stages and properties 
large that the human actor hardly seems significant all. becomes 
the business journalism and the conventions melodramatic art. 
The actual history New World conquests never became the material 
for major work European literature. Though scores works 
one can dig stereotypes noble and ignoble savages, pioneering 
heroism, exotic romance, and patriotic endeavor, the notes greatness 
some way traceable Renaissance voyaging are infrequent: Pan- 
urge’s voyage, Caliban, Robinson Crusoe, Gulliver (The Lusiad 
unique modern literature epic celebration explorer). 
The last phase the great westward movement—crossing America 
the Pacific, and conquering and domesticating the 
country—is another affair things: great distances, obstacles, and 
prizes, and has hardly yet come under the humanizing imagination. 
But other historical innovation has been surrounded, walled in, 
thatched, trammeled, concealed, and buried multitudinous layers 
few simple stereotypes apparently taken, their readers, for candid 
revelation. The voluminousness the trade these stereotypes 
doubtless due part the historical accident that they became avail- 
able when mass-entertainment industries not only made extraordinary 
circulation possible but also helped prepare very large public for 
notably uncomplicated versions actuality. 

this situation the West and westering, considered the raw 
material art, pose considerable problem. The very prevalence 
stereotypes tends proliferate stereotypes. They have automatic 
appeal kind writer who seizes upon them and lies wait, ready 
garrote “new” material and make killing. The West appears 
more than usually afflicted that semi-underworld character, the 
commercial writer, who deals printed matter precisely might 
slot machines panaceas any other devices aimed the quick 
buck. haunts writers’ conferences, the Apalachins his tribe, 
the fervid hope that there the representatives publishers will betray 
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secret recipes for next year’s best sellers and perhaps make possible 
for him muscle the still lusher territories television and 
movies. home has the ear reporters, who describe his new 
works with the earnest enthusiasm accorded symphony doings and 
market behavior, and who distinguish him from the “quality writer” 
only liking him more. himself will have nothing with 
literary men, even though they have will not listen them 
they come town lecture, and will not acknowledge their 
existence except assuring you, with matter-of-fact certainty, that 
they write for money too. Indeed, rather likes put the vest- 
ments the common man’s defender against highbrows. This writer 
and the local status that often achieves represent odd mélange 
local pride, naive regional consciousnses, belief salvation works 
that pay, democratic socio-economic clichés, and imagination 
stunted diet stereotypes. westerner, looks for western 
subjects, but sees western history only through the formulae 
popular art. True, would like them one better. But his great 
dream the discovery, not new insight, but new formula—a 
new angle, terrific float historical pageant, super-colossal. 
This account would excessive but for the prevalence the com- 
mercial writer the West, and his pre-emption western themes. 
When the script-writer, may call him, has squatter’s rights, the 
territory not altogether inviting genuine literary explorer. The 
art-writer has not only face the exacting task characteristic his 
own work, that probing the territory with his own imagination 
even before that, has fight his way into through all the obstacles, 
traps, and distorting perspectives set the script-writer, through 
the camouflage commonplaces that may effectively hide the existence 
workable grounds. The art-writer may not want use energy 
dispossessing the script-writer. Yet does. more than one age, 
indeed, can find historical pattern development from initial, 
unskilled routines distinction. Out the banalities Senecan imita- 
tions Shakespeare took the revenge tragedy into brilliance and pro- 
fundity, and out the Gothic mode the eighteenth century, with its 
endless repetition clumsy devices, there sprang the achievements 
the romantic novel the nineteenth century. This evolution, from 
practices gifted creation, course the antithesis 
the movement have already described: the decline from full-blown, 
successful innovation the uninspired carrying-on the new mode. 
Both patterns give useful clues the history generic forms. 
The two activities which may speak they were independent 
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passing through, the clichés others and making 
one’s own definition the subject—do one sense come together. 
Like all creative artists, the writer who attracted western themes 
must discover the form the material. might alter the last phrase 
“the form proper the material,” thus, “the form the mate- 
rial.” introduce the familiar alternatives, not attempt resolution 
the basic disharmony between the view the imagination con- 
structive and the view the imagination imitative, but focus 
attention upon particular problem western materials. Making 
drawing upon some anterior reality, nevertheless the modifying power 
the “making” extraordinary considered essentially “crea- 
tive,” nevertheless its ties preartistic models are unmistakable. 
Further, questionable whether any model, that is, any lump 
material not yet transmuted into artistic form, infinitely susceptible 
being moulded, re-shaped, radically transformed. just pos- 
sible, for instance, that western themes—all the events westering— 
have inner limitations that some way encourage stereotypes and, 
conversely, impede the individualizing, depth-seeking imagination. 
this were true, the art-writer would have contend not only with 
the sterilities the script-writer but also with sterilizing force the 
materials themselves. 

the face the western story offers hope and courage and en- 
durance, some troubles and some failure, but overall immense suc- 
cess. Though this may sound like rather cornucopia for the artist, 
the fact that the annals triumph, especially triumph that 
mostly over things, are not easily conducive greatness except per- 
haps epic mode that not congenial our habits feeling; 
unless artist could manage heroic amplitude that would encompass 
all the erosion and waste inseparable from triumph, such annals are 
most likely lead only shallow waters beset the dangers self- 
congratulation. There excess triumph. One tempted say, 
indeed, that western materials are simply defective the tragic com- 
ponent, that they are too exclusively melodrama victory. 

This needs qualification. postulate absence the tragic the 
western saga does not mean that one forgets the disasters the last 
century. Those who are all aware the West will think quickly 
such names Custer, Donner, Sutter, and Whitman, and perhaps 
even the unheroic end Meriwether Lewis; fire and quake 
and the Mountain Meadows massacre. But there has been major 
regional disaster, all-encompassing tension and destruction and fight 
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for physical and moral survival: Civil War. Here, men have been 
extraordinarily lucky they have not had face the bitter enveloping 
crises that flow out their own natures, out conflicting passions, 
out rifts personality and struggles for power. these experi- 
ences tragic cast that reveal depths and permit others feel these 
the presence tragic splits that can break stereotypes, 
for stereotypes are the patterns surface life from which true anguish 
excluded. Without tragic suffering, stereotypes hang more 
tenaciously. 

mature work, the artist must have the “right feeling” 
for his material. What have been getting that some kinds 
material encourage right feeling more than others. the material does 
not openly encourage the deeper penetration human personality, the 
artist will have have the larger soul, the greater transforming power. 
will have more than script-writer, though need not 
great, move beyond the clichés energy and variety (the limits 
Guthrie’s second, and inferior, book), for these are less detect- 
able clichés. will need still more largeness move beyond the 
clichés endurance and heroism, for these, the management them 
passes any degree beyond the mechanical, may not spotted 
clichés all. But his material provides him with large and palpable 
disasters, most all with tragic errors, the more likely have 
the “right feeling” out which, given adequate craftsmanship, may 
come adult and individual art. For now committed the most 
inclusive and probing awareness the human involvement: not only 
the victory, but the cost victory, the failure apparent 
victory the ambiguities earning and learning the moral hazard, 
the moral doubleness the oblique motive the evil deed the very 
fabric the pure intent, the struggle, the strenuous search. some- 
thing all this not evident the “given,” then indeed the artist 
must have the largeness discover it, remake the form the seen 
bringing the latent substance out its obscurity. 

Perhaps literary journal one should not take time belabor the 
script-writers, have called them, for their form procuring will 
doubtless always with us. But they have been too successful 
taking over this virgin-territory for profitable street-corner traffic 
the cities, their monopoly not complete. There occasional 
marriage true mind and matter—of talented writer with western 
theme that treats, not exploitable property, but with devotion 
and respect. The Big Sky Guthrie interprets the West 
milieu, speak provides, not pictorial tour, but re-creation 
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chosen milieu all its particularity, neither sentimentalized nor 
rejected: presented through human figure neither stereotyped nor 
highly individualized, but with somewhat flattened representativeness 
that interacts with the scene aid giving personality and 
dramatic vitality. Incident Walter Clark also concerned 
with milieu, the sense that what happens inseparable from its place 
and cultural and these are well established. But here milieu 
less the focus drama than stage for character, which requires 
this stage but not circumscribed it. For this stage exhibited 
range human potentialities from murderousness that needs only 
tempting occasion infect whole community all the ironic depths 
doctrinaire masculinity and timid recoil from killing; the im- 
pulses that lead maneuverings toward justice and against violence 
the modes recognizing evil done—by flight from it, self-punish- 
ment for it, the moral pragmatism accepting, people might 
accept flood holocaust, what can neither undone nor properly 
expiated community action. 

John Williams belongs with Guthrie and Clark that has the 
same artistic conscience and the same basic tack working stubbornly 
through the milieu. Even when using the old theme survival 
against nature, does not fall back clichés language and situa- 
tion any who beguiled into this book the buf- 
falo the jacket will not last for twenty-five pages. But that mis- 
leading, for may imply that Crossing brushes off 
condescends the regional scene and event which born, whereas 
does such thing. makes the most western plateau and 
alpine meadow the Rockies, and frenetic-epic-grotesque buffalo 
kill, but without being bound its places and subjects; not ful- 
filling rigid expectations playing for automatic responses. There 
good deal life the ordinary sense, and there constant move- 
ment. Williams has unostentatiously introduced, while keeping al- 
ways subordinate human concerns, quantity trail lore, mountain 
lore, buffalo lore, blizzard lore, and finally even economic lore; all 
this vivid, but never gets drafty cute “educational.” Williams 
keeps himself out it; without showmanship puts his characters 
through extraordinary range physical settings and threats— 
flat plain and obsecure, almost unclimbable mountain pass extremes 
summer heat and winter cold; autumn drought and spring 
scarcely endurable blizzard and maniac arson. this inclusiveness, 
well the subordination this outer world the actions men, 
reminds one Conrad’s Youth (nowadays too easily disparaged). 
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Such kinds life, not mention various peaks suspense and, near 
the end, the admirably held mystery town’s decay, should make 
this book accessible many readers, and that the good yet many 
things the book not engage mass audience, not that Williams 
ever slips into preciousness snob appeal, any more than slips into 
easy final note elegy resolve. 

simply has mature interest the interplay between certain 
men, between these men and nature, and between the grandeur 
plan and the grossness fact. However, the West not felt primarily 
the school the issue not really the growth change 
character under the stresses ambition, turmoil, and setback. Nor 
precisely the theatre character—the historic platform which 
see revealed the diversity human responses men seek certain 
ends and meet the unsought. True, that see the various 
motives that bring men together great hunting gamble, and the 
radically different impacts disaster—death, deadness, mania, and 
new knowledge. the most essential narrative the West acts, perhaps, 
the mirror character: the very novelty set and action serves 
clarify Andrews, the newly arrived easterner, the lineaments his 
own nature. What has seen and has been part reflect him 
the insubstantialness the passions that have mainly determined his 
own course. others has seen “emptiness,” “nothingness,” “hollow 
glint,” “open despair,” and these, held together unobtrusively 
punning sequence, identifies with his own 
tiness,” are reminded the recurrent terms vacuity. Yet the 
futility which mirrors his own futility teaches him not return 
the East but move Butcher’s Crossing dust and 
ashes, and “nothing beside remains,” the very catharsis earlier 
self, take it, the paradoxical beginning new growth. 

telling the story Andrews, the easterner who experiences 
self-defining Kansas and Colorado, Mr. Williams has chosen 
convention quite familiar our day—the convention minimalized 
sentience, expressiveness, and reflectiveness. The playing down overt 
feeling and thought the protagonist accompanied, the earlier 
parts the book, rather sparse use sensory images. result 
there kind flatness texture that the author evidently intends; 
and the avoidance that inner flux sensation, emotion, and 
consciousness which the “psychological” tradition made the cen- 
ter reality. This may either self-imposed aesthetic discipline 
considered adaptation style and method the western theme, 
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milieu intransigent, often brutal, fact and happening which 
men had better expend energy only the primary physical activities 
surviving and arriving. The method has certain disadvantages: 
human responses that seem inevitable are sometimes the re- 
duction memory leaves curious about the hero’s past and its 
relation the major choices are made apparently me- 
chanical way that leaves motive unclear, even though motive does 
not seem unimportant; and even the hero’s final clarification not 
entirely free fuzziness. the other hand, Williams makes the 
convention the non-responsive and apparently analgesic man serve 
excellent effect discarding key moments and shifting the 
convention full sensibility; reality longer centered imper- 
sonal muscular transactions with external world things, but shifts 
the realm feeling and thought. this break method, notably 
employed during the slaughter the buffalo herd and the final 
collapse the buffalo hunter’s world, Williams dramatizes sharply 
possible the emergence understanding: character and reader are 
thrust simultaneously into moments enlightenment, the appraisal 
external phenomena the sentient observer newly revealed the 
human reality behind the facade the automaton-like adventurer. The 
world outer scene and action itself gains new intensity through 
greater frequency sensory images, just draw away from into 
new knowledge it. The density things greatest when turn 
their significance the novel opens out most widely moves in- 
ward into consciousness. 

Williams’s instinct for playing down meaning except moments 
epiphany serves him well different area: contributes laudable 
reticence the symbolic overtones that, age when writers can 
hardly help being highly self-conscious technicians, are likely become 
much too assertive. Perhaps most open view the hero’s involve- 
ment with both love and death: his progress from shrinking diffi- 
dence knowing and yet amateur participation, where custom and 
passion are oddly intermingled, and incipient maturity out 
which, assume, will develop better ways coming terms with 
both. Yet what feels himself perhaps not the most profound 
perceives, recognizes others whom is, for time, bound. 
the chief buffalo-hunter Andrews discovers, inner truth, obses- 
sion with process that can come rest only upon exhaustion the 
materials: sees kind totality that tends make extermination 
the only possible end. this there are suggestions, though only the 
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subtlest suggestions, political symbolism. But the leader also en- 
gaged economic enterprise, and the story somehow recapitulates the 
entrepreneurial myth—from the initial union talented half-possessed 
idea-man and venture capitalist and salaried technician grandiose 
dream the ultimate killing, the eternal irrationality natural 
event, over-riding passion, and human fickleness that, despite fantastic 
struggle and endurance, can bring the dream nought. Yet this eco- 
nomic symbolism barely hinted. Fortunately for the novel, its con- 
cern with neither the political nor the economic cycles whose shadowy 
presence one may feel there, lurking the narrative subtle incre- 
ment, but with what prior these—the ways the human psyche. 
What Williams has caught sight the capacity deep man for 
paradoxically combining automation and frenzy, for achieving, the 
very summit vital and passionate energizing, insensate reduction 
life thingship. has discerned, the classical gestures pro- 
duction, latent impulse destruction that, when the manic absorp- 
tion operations whirls the dream into nightmare, becomes the whole 
truth. 

This what the reader learns. But learns through Andrews, 
whose learning the first step his own growth. the great 
adventure, whose greatness closely allied with its sickness, kills one 
participant and maims two, leads fourth toward knowledge. That 
Williams sees certain terrifying depths, and that sees that seeing 
these may mean, not despair, but saving sense reality, index 
his range apprehending what man can do. His range embraces 
the complementary insights that the dream may become twisted into 
the nightmare, but that man may come out the nightmare and 
the more capable decent working dream. This sense possibility 
Williams reveals through craftsmanship that justifies some examina- 
tion. the craftsmanship one who, working make familiar 
territory, the West, produce the best that can, rejects the popular 
quick-profit single-crop system that requires only mechanical repeti- 
tions familiar steps, and takes the hard way surveying the land 


anew and exploring complex possibilities that are there only when they 
are seen. 
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LUCY JENNIFER McKEE 


got from Indian Pocatello, Idaho, and lost girl 
named Lucy Jennifer McKee Tecumseh, Tennessee. was 
cherrywood ring with clasped hands and rosebush carved the out- 
side and the words “Solidarity Forever” scratched the inside. 

would with it?” asked. was about two inches 
diameter. 

napkin ring,” said the Indian. “You put napkin inside it.” 

“Never use them,” said. Those were the days when made 
point being manly and tough, which consisted mainly infrequent 
baths and bow-legged swagger picked from watching cowboys. 
Napkins didn’t fit into life. 

“Put the ends your bandana through and you’ve got necker- 
chief.” said okay and gave him quarter for it. 

Six months later happened was Tecumseh, Tennessee. 
put that way because had intention all being there, 
just pokey little whistle stop the Tennessee Central between 
Memphis and Knoxville. was riding the blinds, the blinds being the 
gap between the tender and the first baggage car. The principal advan- 
tage riding them that you don’t buy ticket. The disadvantages 
are numerous—not the least the amount cinders and soot you 
going through tunnels it’s positively poisonous. And when- 
ever the train stops you have jump off and stand around the station 
platform paring your fingernails just gawking like you are some 
local idler until the conductors and brakemen are all back the train 
and it’s ready again. 

was standing there the station platform Tecumseh, Ten- 
nessee, pretending interested Dr. Pepper soft drink sign, 
when two young fellows overalls came me. 

“Stranger town?” the first one asked. looked like farmer 
and was about seven feet tall. 

“Just passing through,” said nonchalantly possible. 
“You voted the other one asked. 
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not registered.” 

“Doesn’t matter,” said and seized arm. 

“Look,” said real fast, “I’m only riding this train see how the 
other half lives. student Duke University and it’s part 
research for master’s thesis social science.” That was one the 
lines had worked out. was surprising how often people believed it. 

But they didn’t seem hear me. They had both arms and 
were hustling off the platform. 

“Come and vote,” the second fellow said insistently. 

“Take your hands off me,” said outraged voice. “My grand- 
father Jay Gould and owns controlling interest this railroad.” 
That was line saved for emergencies. 

But fell deaf ears. They were certainly obtuse. 

minute they had front little booth decorated with 
paper bunting. There was sour looking man candy-striped shirt 
sitting it. 

“He wants vote,” said seven-foot. 

got poke the ribs which left breathless. 

guess do,” said. 

“What’s your name?” asked candy-stripe. 

“Stanton Carmichael.” had seen the name Pullman car 
North Platte, Nebraska, and appealed me. 

wrote down without saying anything and shoved piece 
pink paper which said, “Official Ballot, Miss Cottonseed Contest.” 
heard the train whistle behind and considered running for 
but the tall fellow must have realized what was thinking because 
twisted arm behind back and whispered ear, “Just write 
down.” 

“Just write what down?” 

“Just write down Lucy Jennifer McKee.” 

thought they had secret ballot Tennessee,” said. 

“Don’t get smart,” said and twisted arm harder. 

wrote down and the man the candy-striped shirt folded 
the slip paper and dropped box. 

“Now what?” asked. could hear the train pulling out the 
station but actually didn’t much care. That the advantage travel- 
ling without any particular aim mind: you don’t get where you 
are going you haven’t lost very much and something interesting may 
turn along the way. 

“Let’s have drink,” the tall fellow said. 

“On you, hope.” 
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going pretty sore when hears how they kidnap total strangers 
off his railroad line broad daylight.” 

they bought drink. Only Tecumseh, Tennessee, drink 
doesn’t mean what does anyplace else. turned out that this town 
was practically one hundred per cent non-alcoholic. all had 
orange freezes. got know quite bit about the town talking 
them. Their names were Bill and Clem Stringfellow. They were cousins 
and you could get over their lack manners they pretty good 
fellows. They were also cousins Lucy Jennifer McKee. 

“In this part the country,” Bill said, “the Stringfellows and the 
McKees all stick together.” 

said that was pretty obvious. But passed right over their heads. 
said before, they were obtuse. 

told them had just come from Elko, Nevada, and that 
father owned gold mine there, only wanted get out and see 
the world before settled down managing his property for him. 
That impressed them. Clem bought hamburger sandwich and 
Bill said was sure his father wouldn’t mind slept his barn. 
After that all went out into the town square and sat bench 
under the statue General Beauregard and discussed whether there 
was anyone else town who hadn’t voted yet. asked them why 
their cousin wanted Miss Cottonseed anyway. 

“Because she’s the prettiest girl Tecumseh,” Bill said. 

didn’t think that was much reason but didn’t say because, 
after all, they were the only people I’d gotten know personally 
the whole state Tennessee and didn’t want start our relationship 
off offending them. instead argued whether was worth 
while going the Odeon movie house where Tom Mix was playing 
some corny western. decided against it, just sat under 
catalpa tree and talked until got dark. 

There little southern towns are very interesting. course essen- 
tially they are really dull but they can interesting for the first 
twenty-four hours so. Until you get familiar with all the people. 
the first place hot that it’s practically impossible en- 
thusiastic about doing anything and then just accident you are 
enthusiastic about doing something there practically nothing 
anyway. You can the movies you can hang around Colegrove’s 
Pharmacy drinking orange freezes you can sit the Ace-High 
Recreation Parlor watching some amateur shoot pool. That’s all. 
the evening most the young fellows lounge around the town 
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square and real exciting things like betting whether you can hold 
your breath until cabbage-moth lights bush pitching pennies 
crack the concrete just whistling the girls. This last 
thought was pretty infantile but none the girls seemed mind. 
They were all dressed light cotton print dresses and didn’t think 
they were much look but, said, was hot and there wasn’t 
anything else do. was really kind boring, you get what mean. 

actually was big relief when about eight o’clock every- 
body went over the voting booth see how the election for Miss 
Cottonseed had come out. There was quite crowd. lot people 
had come from the country and were sitting around their old 
Fords snapping their galluses and making speeches about the weather. 
The fellow the candy-striped shirt had put collar and coat 
and after had wasted lot time cracking stale jokes wrote 
down the results blackboard. Lucy Jennifer McKee had come 
last field six. 

The Stringfellows were upset, but was surprise me. After 
all you practically have kidnap fellow off the Tennessee Central 
Railroad get vote for your candidate things must pretty desper- 
ate. Anyway, didn’t hold against Lucy Jennifer McKee because 
had been observing the sort girls the fellows whistled the 
town square and wouldn’t give two cents for their powers discrimi- 
nation. That whole town was really very rural. 

“They are doing her favor,” said. wants Miss Cotton- 
seed 

But the Stringfellows didn’t look that way. 

“Somebody stuffed the ballot Clem said with nasty glint 
his eye. 

thought that was case the pot calling the kettle black but 
kept mouth shut. After all, they were friends. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” old candy-stripe bawled, want intro- 
duce Miss Cottonseed 

got cow that’s prettier,” Bill whispered ear. But that was 
just malice. She wasn’t bad-looking all. She made little pirouette 
and curtsy front the booth and then candy-stripe called out all 
the other contestants and introduced them. Everybody whistled and 
stomped their feet. And then all six them lined with Miss Cotton- 
seed the center and smiled while photographer took their 
pictures. After that things began break up. 

“She certainly the best looking one,” said. 

“Who?” Bill asked. 
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“Lucy Jennifer McKee. Your cousin.” 

“That’s what told you,” Bill said, giving pitying look. 

She was, too. She was slender and not very tall and had pure black 
hair and short delicate nose between eyes which were very far apart. 
But could see right away why she hadn’t won. She was just not 
the sort girl anyone would elect Miss Cottonseed. She was too 
shy and when she smiled for the photographer she didn’t put any con- 
viction it. She acted she were off another planet somewhere 


and not here Tecumseh, Tennessee. Nobody votes for girl like that 
matter how beautiful she is. 


nudged Bill and said, “Introduce me.” 

“All right,” said. 

edged our way through the crowd until came her. 

“Lucy Jennifer,” Bill said stiffly, want you meet old friend 
mine, Mr. Stanton Carmichael.” 

“Pleased meet you,” she said but was obvious she wasn’t. 

Bill tried help out. “Mr. Carmichael from out West,” 
said. She let that one go. stood around uncomfortably for minute 
watching the crowd drift away. felt the palms hands. 
They were beginning sweat which bad sign with me. 

“Might offer you asked 

She gave sort surprised look she had just noticed me. 
think was mentioning the sherbet that did it, that and the quiet 
respectful tone voice used. Nobody that whole town ever of- 
fered stand treat anything but orange freezes. They were always 
buying each other orange freezes until think they would have 
orange freeze coming out their ears. got monotonous. 

walked back toward Colegrove’s Pharmacy together. Four 
couldn’t walk abreast the sidewalk nudged Bill and and 
Clem went ahead. 

from out West, Mr. Carmichael?” she asked, which wasn’t 
much question but was beginning. 


“Not originally,” said. “Originally, I’m from Alaska.” 


“From the Yukon Territory.” 

was dark couldn’t see what her reaction was but after while 


“Oh,” said, not much. Life there really pretty boring 
except for the bears.” 
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“The bears?” she said with catch her voice. 

“Sure,” said. “The grizzly bears. They come right into the public 
streets and carry people off.” 

“Where to?” she asked. And then realized why she had kept her 
head turned away from and her answers had seemed strained 
and short. She was crying. 

That really upset me. didn’t like think her crying. 

“Where to?” she repeated. 

But inspiration had run dry. 

“Off,” said. “Off somewhere.” 

She broke into sobs and tried run away. But caught with her. 
gave her bandana and said, “Look, Lucy Jennifer, use this. 
used belong General Custer and it’s been through worse battles 
than this.” 

She tried laugh that but didn’t make much success it. 
But she took bandana and wiped her eyes and put arm around 
her sort comfort her. 

Here ought explain that those days girls frightened lot. 
course, had read Alexander Dumas and just about all Shake- 
speare, thought had them pretty well figured out but just the 
same they made nervous. Not that showed it. general, the 
more frightened was the bolder pretended be. But was there. 

kept arm around her and after while when she was feeling 
better kissed her once twice, mainly just cheer her up. She 
didn’t seem mind all. 

When got Colegrove’s Pharmacy, Clem and Bill were sitting 
under the fan waiting for us. They gave suspicious look and Clem 
asked where been for the last half hour. told him Lucy Jennifer 
had taken past the courthouse see the Confederate cannon. 

“What you want see that for? It’s just two-bit old gun.” 
was really dense. 

Before had chance ask any more questions called out for 
two pineapple sherbets. 

only got orange,” the waitress said. What town! 

From the minute Lucy Jennifer and walked had realized that 
everybody the place was looking and trying figure out who 
was. just keep them guessing took out sack Bull Durham 
and rolled cigarette with one hand, cowboy style. 

“Cripes!” Bill said. 

easy,” said offhand way. “Only right you’ve got 
riding your horse with forty-mile-an-hour prairie wind whip- 
ping you.” 


LUCY JENNIFER KEE 


That shut him up. and Clem must have realized that they were 
out because they just sat there sipping their orange freezes and 
let turn full attentions Lucy Jennifer. 

And right that moment guess fell love, because started 
talking and nothing could make stop. course, probably was 
just that had been wandering around the whole U.S. for months and 
months never meeting girl who thought was something special and 
not just bum, but the time seemed like love and that’s what 
counts. talked her about Alaska where had never been and 
Wyoming and Idaho where had. told her about how feels 
wake the cold clear desert air and the first time I’d seen big 
Douglas fir chopped down the forest and how father was 
famous inventor and what was like pilot airplane. All sorts 
things. all came out jumbled and mixed and half was nothing 
but lies, but the funny thing meant the lies just much did 
the parts that were true. was love, all right. 

And all the time she just sat there and looked and now and 
then prompted with question smiled when said some- 
thing really witty. What she said wasn’t important. was mainly 
her eyes. They were the darkest blue had ever seen, blue that they 
seemed almost purple. And she wasn’t coy playful about looking 
you the way most girls are. fact she wasn’t shy all once she 
got know you and trust you. When was telling her about how the 
Indians spear salmon the Columbia River she got excited that 
she put her hand mine right there public and spite the fact 
that her cousins were watching. The Stringfellows didn’t say thing, 
though. They just sat there and gawked. 

Before knew they were closing Colegrove’s Pharmacy for 
the night. asked her could walk her home and she said yes, 
would pleasure. Clem took the hint and just quietly disappeared 
but Bill, that was the tall one, was too dense even see that wanted 
alone. tagged along. Only when walked the whole way 
Lucy Jennifer’s house without talking him finally got the hint 
and pretended that had stop and fix broken shoelace. 

The McKees lived wooden house set back from the street under 
some oak trees. The yard was surrounded white picket fence with 
roses all over it. There was light the front porch but nobody was 
up, sat the porch swing and talked some more. 

She said that she hoped wasn’t leaving Tecumseh right away. 

said that looked more and more might stay around for 
quite while. 
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“Not that would blame you,” she said. “After all the places you 
have been, Tecumseh must seem very dull.” 

Which was exactly what had been thinking couple hours ago 
but course couldn’t admit it. explained that there was just 
one individual person you really liked town that was enough 
make that whole town interesting you. 

don’t know what you mean,” she said but she did all right, because 
she leaned over and gave quick kiss. Then she jumped and 
ran into the house before could say anything. She understood lot 
more than you were likely give her credit for. 

When got back the front sidewalk Bill Stringfellow was sitting 
the curb waiting for me. walked back where had left his 
pickup truck. The whole town seemed filled with rustling leaves 
and the smell jasmine. didn’t say anything but Bill talked lot. 
was full plans. could get job his father’s farm just tide 
over. could borrow his truck any time wanted take Lucy 
Jennifer dance. was funny how the Stringfellows and the Mc- 
Kees stuck together. maybe didn’t want leave town until 
had taught him roll cigarette with one hand. 

But hardly heard him. was thinking Lucy Jennifer and hold- 
ing hand where wouldn’t brush against anything could keep 
the impression her fingers just long possible. kept telling my- 
self that lived hundred years old would never forget this 
evening. But mostly thought her. those dark blue eyes that made 
you think they were purple. Of— 

“Look where you’re going,” Bill said. 

had just stumbled into hedge. 

“What’s the matter with you?” 

“Just little drunk,” said. “I’m not used orange What 
good would tell him that had just decided that 
live without his cousin? 

Lucy Jennifer McKee, forgive me! 

For then did very cowardly thing. And was not because 

Bill’s truck was parked front the railroad station. 

“Wait for me,” said. “I’ve got wash up.” 

went into the all-night restroom and turned all the faucets 
they made lot noise. Then stood washbasin and pried open 
one the windows and climbed through it. When hit the ground 
crouched over and ran beside the loading platform until was sure 
was out sight. Then dropped down the ditch the railroad 
tracks and just lay there the weeds. 
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Pretty soon heard Bill calling “Stan!” two three times and 
after long while heard him start his truck and drive off. must 
have lain there the grass for maybe three four hours, staring 
the cool distant stars. Along about four the morning slow freight 
came the incline. ran beside while and then swung myself 
onto tank car. didn’t look back. didn’t have the nerve look back. 

When got Knoxville went into five-and-dime store and got 
little box and some dark blue ribbon. wrapped the ring tissue 
paper and put the box and addressed Miss Lucy Jennifer 
McKee, Tecumseh, Tennessee. put card too. was going sign 
Stanton Carmichael but then thought just for once won’t 
liar. only wrote “An Admirer.” 
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ROOTS 


What keeps from flying? roots have kept 

from falling 
All winter. When storm was pushing all winter, 
And hunger pulled, and the ice, they kept from falling. 
Now feathers. Light yellow-green ones. What keeps 

from flying 
When wood, first sprout, all set wing off and touch sun? 
Now when wings darken into earth-anchored leaves 
—(Always too much I’ve loved you, earth, always too much)— 
The roots that kept from falling keep from flying. 
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SUITE FOR UNACCOMPANIED LOVER 


Prelude 


Today April today 
the new grass jungles 
and the green birds play. 


While sun crowds 
higher noon 
ladder clouds 


high-strung 
wind conceals his 
sentimental lung— 


grumbles 
where bud babies 
and fumbles— 


taxes each bloom 
one humble nod 
for being soon. 


This week April this week 
Eros flies 
gay Greek. 
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young eye swarms 
where open girls 
bare dangerous arms 


before tongues dare 
decisions dart, 
flirt mid-air 


have name, 
never met, 
and all the same 


prophecy 
our kiss and quarrel, 
promise and lie, 


and mean “shall we?” 
flower bends 
flowering bee, 


moon slips off 
her sky wade 
any trough, 


and ocean lifts 
his waves where she 
soever drifts. 
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Courante 


Good-morning the soul 

Came the rendez-vous fish, 
The nuptials two birds, and then 
The fur-things’ capriole. 


And who revoked the law, that now 
The job darling souls 

pauperize the madcap seed 

And hush the white thighs’ 


III 
Air 


Love simple 
Inevitability. 
Drop pebble 
Down that tree. 
there’s choice 
But earth for it, 
That pebble’s me. 
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Allemande 


read that God 
invented heaven 

with liberal heart. 

heard strongly put 
how innocent boy 
Death 

what you merely 
pull tongue him 


and read the cause Greek. 


They told too that 
ten thousand docile years 


and was bone inside nest 


new Mandel would rise 
more beautiful than 

man Moralist 

would smile at, and might 
mention book. 

And what did 

was weep the more 

into empty palm, 

until heard, thought, 
window sing 

and when raised head 
love stood the sill 
attended the sky, 

she only stood and said 
not much, but all, 

and ever since, 

shabby but consoled, 

that earth bad 

but good, not much, but all. 
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Bourrée 


The twenty-sixth April warm needles 
Are reported the air. 

Our sun blooms elegant. areas noon 
Young suicidal men who dwelled all winter 
ragged incunabulum 

Have come danger dancing foot. 
Liz! inkling the wind speeds 

All the leaflets each others’ arms 
The cocked eye the sun 

Stirs every crocus from his pillow 

touch Spring suasion 

Puts the candles their prayers 

the first-come chestnut tree. 

Feel with eyes the world and ask, 

this azalea sets itself fire, 

Why should two lovers shuffle 

Who could, they’d but half agree, 
Fire the dim scene perennially 
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Bourrée 


It’s sienna all the way, 

It’s lady-slippers, grass’s curtseys. 
bookish God peeping 

With scimitar inside his fist 
These decades Greek with liberty. 
let’s abuse clover bed 

And pull the wind about 

Like coverlet. Dear Liz, 

One hundred horses drive the sun, 
Young Pan hauls Methodists away, 
And flights nuns are caught, Liz, 
zigzags vociferous bees. 
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Gavotte 


Elizabeth for long. 
That official 

And company 

bow the throng, 
Handsome gentility. 


Liz for short, 

The sound’s like the quip 
bee snatching 
Honey for sport, 

And buzzing her wing. 


But Lisa the time 

Four hands whisper and 

two bodies’ nooks 

Like children their little crime 
When nobody looks. 
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Passepied 


live mad lantern beaming you 
upon whichever thing meet, 

running you along bread, banister, 
the traffic, and most all 

the sky (when grey blue-naive 
the page which lean 

write you down) make the obvious world 
screen. Dark and behind, the gods, 

Montaigne, Bach and such sit out love 
and grin, doubt let them do. 

brain’s great million candlelights shine 
Madonna inside eyes; 

eyes had been two stupid pans, matter 
tossed itself into life, 

looking was swallowing. But this love 
now create the world see: 

you are the population land. 


Sarabande 


Say, what will see, Elizabeth— 

pink-haired dogwood December— 

banker sobbing his typist 

For the sin being rich— 

Spider with his rueful legs giving 

Flies their liberty—hare calling 

Her saint—Buddha pet? 
Or, love, continuance love, 

Decanted once with such dipping 

the heart, thought I’d drunk it, 
Poor me, minor immortality? 


— 
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Sarabande 


Earth made for love, 

and God made for want. 

Why did give one blade rain 
latitudes sand, 

And nothing but her name 

touch with sensual hand? 


Loure 


Let wholly put mind 
Caracalla’s hunted Rome, 
Albigensians burning, 
Pimple, hair, and toe, 

Europe rationing rind. 


Humane lament will 

Make own, perhaps, ashamed, 
For though sulk and bite lip, 
grief lies not earth’s 
Noteworthy parallel. 
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XII 


Badinerie 


Hold your mouth, brief lover, 

Work for wages, swim the Channel— 

don’t bells for charities— 
But hold your mouth, friend. 


These may complain: young men 
lie criss-cross under the wars, 
dreadful mother pinking ruins, 
The rodent child: these may. 


Argus might complain: the moment 
Hermes chopped his head away, 

could not tell his convict maiden 
From crooked olive-tree. 


But while the vulture chewed the liver 
Off Prometheus, the lad grumbled 
Theology, prophesied sensations, 

And, between howling, jested passably. 
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SOME NOTES NORTHWEST DANCE MASKS 


The striking masks native the rugged Northwest country portray 
with telling force the background—and beliefs—of their makers. Used 
various traditional dances, they represent, mainly, supernatural 
beings appearing either the so-called “sacred” winter dances, 
host creatures, real imaginary, figuring the much gayer sum- 
mer festivals. Grim times the region’s jutting headlands, mean- 
ings can elusive the mists that cling about them. But with the 
fresh naiveté true folk art, they can also gay sportive seal, 
occasions. For meanings, one must use ancient key: magic. 

Wearing the mask, the dancer absorbed, while wore it, the 
“power” the creature represented—animal, deity, what not. 
invocation, traditional ritual, the human creature took on, the 
magic the mask, certain qualities needed him for survival: the 
courage and fierceness the Wolf, the wisdom Raven, the bitter 
legendary strength some tribal ancestor, invoked for the occasion. 
Before the hunt, Killer Whale was placated, lest harm. The 
clumsy antics Bear made fine subject for caricature, summertimes, 
when life was easy the soaring strength Thunderbird Eagle were 
always desired, and feted. And always with primitive man, 
deity was elbow-close, albeit grotesque form. strange unspoken 
oneness with the universe, friendly camaraderie with Brother Animal 
were always present. And virture the masks, any being from 
the dancer’s tri-partite world: Earth, Sea and Sky, might sum- 
moned hither—a motley crew, bizarre but arresting. The dances them- 
selves offer new-world freshness. 

Since practically all Northwest dances follow traditional patterns, 
the word ritual never quite out place, speaking the masks. 
Many were, effect, symbols deity. But, must noted, the 
“half gods” only. ultimate, all-powerful Creator Maker was 
believed in, but seldom mentioned name, and never, far known, 
carved into mask. Just today the modern British stage still permits 
visual representation the Deity stage. 
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such mystic bar hindered the crew minor deities native 
these stormy shores. Many were some way related forces 
the sun, the moon, the sea, were the familiar Shining Ones 
evoked sun-swept Grecian isles. Half-animal demi-gods were also 
present, the Egyptian ethos—though with the added potency 
clan ancestors. Fully well known their audience, each had his 
own appointed mask, dance and song. this twilight world—a world 
brisk movement and sound, the more beneficient beings rubbed 
elbows with dark host ‘bad’ offensive spirits, exorcised— 
driven out often fervent ritual dance. Many lesser creatures crowded 
the scene guardian spirits, personified sand bars, rocks and humanized 
sea creatures, along with talking animals and dancing birds. Such was 
the bizarre personnel Northwest dance. 

Though the blanket term ritual clings all masks used the highly 
patterned Northwest dances, belongs much more justly those used 
initiation ceremonies various secret societies there prevalent. 
Sprung from deep roots daily habit and belief, they dominated the 
region, differing somewhat from tribe tribe, but always with certain 
fixed objectives, mystic part. Long hidden from alien eyes, the 
ceremonies ranged from the milder, hypnotic ‘dream’ spirit dances 
the southern Salish the grim so-called Cannibal Dance (symbolic 
only) the Kwakiutl far the north. Between lay intricate web 
tribal ritual, too complex for casual chat. The masks used these, 
striking and individual, were carved with care and skill, inherited 
within families. Some were tribal status (as the chieftain 
masks, carrying fixed ritual primacy) and were relinquished only 
death. 

Beyond the shadowed realm the secret societies, only partly laid 
bare belated search, lies open field ceremonial dance, alive with 
its own brisk crew dancers. All these masked dances are dramatic 
performances—a blend speech, song and bodily movement. They 
drew startled comment from early explorers, nosing for shelter into 
storm-bound bays. Following sojourn among the Nootkans Van- 
couver Island, one British observer (Gilbert Sproat, Scenes and 
Studies Savage Life, London, 1868) wrote the Seal Dance: 
never saw acting more the the performance would the mak- 
ing minor theatre London. Here, fact, theatrical perform- 
ance its earliest stage.” 

Many surprised sea-dog has left similar words the various 
animal dances, those imitating the larger birds the region. With 
their uncanny rightness mimicry, and lurking sly humor, they 
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enlivened the numerous feasts the summer season, the traditional 
‘fourth day’ masked dance following some the secret society initia- 
tions. Masks gave these added realism. Such dances the 
Spinning Wolf Dance, also noted explorers, were reserved for 
chief’s young son, and required great agility. Instruction the pre- 
scribed steps was given older performers; swinging rattles, filled 
with small pebbles, skin drums beaten hand, the deep boom 
the larger wooden drum accented the rhythms. The accompanying 
‘songs’ were handed down word mouth—there was written 
speech. These were half sung, chanted (not always key) the 
rows seated spectators. Costumes and facial paintings, also tradi- 
tional, differed somewhat for each dance. 

the gayer festival masks there was great love novelty, 
‘surprise’. They might swiftly open shut hidden strings; there 
were sudden shrill whistles for Thunderbird Eagle, deeper ones for 
Wolf Bear. Double triple masks were favored, showing the magic 
transformation the human creature into some mythical ‘control’ 
the Otter Man Thlingit shores, the Nootkan Wild Man, some 
fabulous underseas being. most primitive dances, there might 
temporary “possession” the dancer this other-worldly creature. 

Some the more skilled maskmakers were able craftsmen, with 
work recognizable—and prized—today. Inlays abalone shell, copper 
dentalia were freely used adornment woods the region—cedar, 
alder birch, were favored carving the masks. Some them were 
course crude, but more often they achieved distinctive boldness 
design and finish. The elaborate dancing costumes the chiefs added 
ermine skins, richly colored Chilkat blankets and painted headdress 
masks. Strong primary colors were used for decoration; rattles and 
other ritual objects were wrought with care. “Indeed,” remarks art 
critic Diamond Jenness, “the only Indians who excelled either sculp- 
ture painting were the natives the Pacific Coast, where both 
these arts attained unexpected brilliance.” 

This comparative sophistication may have found deep roots 
complex social system, strongly caste-conscious, and marked in- 
tense pride family and material possessions. The vast ‘giving away’ 
feasts affected the more powerful chiefs, often attended entire 
tribes, were high points display and ostentation. Certain Rival 
Chieftain masks showed the abashed Rival with face half burned away 
from the heat the host’s fire sat beside (the place honor 
for chief). Masks and other paraphernalia used such festival occa- 
sions were handed down within families much are crests, furniture 
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silver today. Ritual was prominent always; it, assorted tribes- 
men—even slaves—had their own fixed part.... Much more power- 
ful, however, than any such social push, the making the masks, 
was the deeper inner drive: the need invocation and portrayal 
those hovering ‘beyond human’ beings, who dwelt, not some distant 
Valhalla, but close hand, potent every action daily life. 

general, masks used the long winter dance season were more 
imaginative, and also more abstract type, since they represented 
beings creatures seen only vision dream. this serious time, 
Earth herself rested was time for pause and contemplation. With 
living habits sharply altered, the half-gods stirred beyond the council 
the ‘bad’ spirits bothered the idle hunters. The dances could 
long-drawn-out certain important rituals went for weeks. 
some northern areas whole tribe might take winter-names, 
for the duration. The dances, long traditional, were firmly patterned 
those Oriental origin, only these sterner shores mistakes 
brought swift penalty. With deity present, the lifting dancer’s 
mask brought sharp for the moment observe the 
dark taboo, turn brief spotlight few key figures who dance out 
into the open, well known wherever found. 

may expected forest region, Brother Animal played 
strong leads. ancestor, was duly revered feared antagonist, 
soothed naive charms. Wolf belonged entire ritual, aimed 
transfer his courage and fierceness—warrior qualities much needed 
the bitter struggle for existence—to human initiates. Many minor 
masks figured hidden rites which marked the dancer’s inner change 
—earthy violence routed festival gayety and final transmutation. 
destructive Wild Man ran about everywhere the region the huge 
black mask forest Witch who carried off children, was 
familiar. the north, Brown Bear had his separate clan and ritual. 
Sea Otter, Seal and Killer Whale claimed their own masks and dance. 
The highly imaginative mythology the Bella Coolas, stressing the 
sun father, inspired rare and lovely masks spirit patrons the 
arts—carving, weaving, painting and the like. Still farther north, 
sinister Cannibal Dancer weaves among clownish Fool Dancers and 
lively Water Sprites, complex clan legend. 

Raven was favorite subject for sculpture, both for totem and mask. 
Eagle inspired stately dance, wtih striking costume and mask. the 
gay mimetic dances portraying smaller birds, women might appear, 
with the larger animal masks reserved for male dancers. High above 
all, swooping out vast wings with shrill cry from his mountain 
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home, soared being known throughout the Americas and 
Thunderbird, far-flung nature deity. Hereabouts, companion mask 
might the Lightning-Snake The graceful Thunderbird 
Dance, still favorite the region, was done two dancers, usually 
man and bewildering procession masked creatures 
endless. 

the naive beliefs their makers faded before more aggressive 
patterns thought, the ceremonies which they appear also took 
cover. Still done few out-of-the-way places, they furnish lush field 
for anthropologists also for sometimes pale revivals the tyro. Early 
sent home explorers for study and safekeeping, notable collections 
may found the British Museum, Munich, Berlin and other old- 
world capitals. our own shores, brilliant displays masks and other 
ritual objects have been preserved major cities. Everywhere, highly 
esteemed for their bold design and original conception, Northwest 
masks stand out silent power. 

may that region cast nature massive mold has lent its 
bemused creations sharper edge. Artists search what Benet calls 
“the American thing” find their sphinx-like silence compelling too 
theatre buffs curious trace beginnings theatre new world... 


Deeper far than all their human appeal, mute symbols age- 
old man’s struggle for existence threatening world, un- 
easy from forces far beyond his own slight power. 
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PEACOCKS 


Rare birds contrive propagate their kind: 
Witness these feathered tribes that strut and preen, 
Domesticated fowl, inbred, 

Whose flaring breasts blue and lyric green 

Hint tropic past. 


This fantail brilliance hides the boned contour, 
slight affair, impressively designed, 

And though the truth appears last, 

Elliptic gestures thin air 

And rattling quills are much male parade. 


Yet peacocks boast immortal sire, 
Beloved Juno and Solomon, 
Exotic courtiers vertical fire 

Java, Sumatra, India, Ceylon. 


Their fortunes fluctuate with time and creed: 
symbol setting early Christians free 

The unclean victim Moslem curse 

Who steered the serpent the wily tree: 
kingly table and Bible verse, 

The answer stern and witless need. 


Yet noting their forlorn approach today, 

Wary longer captivity, 

Trailing their pride plumes through barnyard leavings, 
I’m stricken with loud and classic grieving. 

For what winged thing could envy despise 

This heir Argus, the repository 

all that sullen might and monstrous glory, 

His hundred glittering and sightless eyes? 
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NEW APOSTLE THE NEW GENERATION 


late spring was certain that the movement away from Kerouac 
was, use off-season expression, snowballing. course, there 
were those who felt that Kerouac had already been rather seriously 
undermined the unprecedented lucidity some his more recent 
writings, lucidity which, quite naturally, interefered with True 
Communication. 

The new apostle was Zelder. There was some mild consterna- 
tion when was discovered that had neither sought Truth 
skid row nor eaten chocolate-covered ants, but the benign new- 
generation spirit collective passivity, was forgiven. 

had been, before his Discovery, obscure technical writer 
with remarkable versatility which, was later discerned, was linked 
symbolically his predilection for, whimsically enough, food and shel- 
ter. produced instruction manuals repairing lawnmowers, de- 
veloping film, breeding racehorses, constructing sailboats, inducing 
hypnotic trances, exterminating garden bugs, preserving aboriginal 
customs, stuffing game trophies, making ice cream, restoring sexual 
potency, collecting stamps, losing unattractive pounds, and many other 
comparable subjects. 

The Deeper Meanings his prose were first detected small 
group celebrants boldly decrepit apartment San Francisco. 
The occasion was the loss all the teeth the group Inspirational 
Leader. The participants were enchanted the mysterious composure 
the Leader refusing say whether not anything had been 
wrong with the teeth. The gesture was considered Telling Blow 
against world hypocrisy. 

The enchantment was, moreover, intensified when someone began 
reading selections from Zelder handbook. the background 
was sincere existentialist music the modern jazz cellist Caldwell 
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Durbo. Since the phonograph was turned enhance the possibility 
really Being, the voice the reader was barely audible: hence the 
impact was incredibly hip. the time the police arrived had 
been Heard. 

The news quickly diffused. Within three months most the ascetic 
intellectual hovels the West coast were humbly being glorified 
the Message. was, course, exquisite parody contem- 
porary Values. subtle was the Message that, indeed, few the 
more superficial Subterraneans asserted that meant neither more 
nor less than, literally, wrote. This unsophisticated charge was, 
course, completely refuted when Calway Sampson, who had once 
distinguished himself among his colleagues going without sleep 
for twenty-four days, interviewed 

“Listen, man,” said Calway, “do you dig all that stuff you write 
about 

“Just what you mean?” asked 

Calway sensed immediately that was intrinsically devious. 
mean is, for instance,” said, “did you ever breed race- 
horse stuff game trophy 

“Why would anything like that?” asked 

Calway was impressed. Fully equipped, however, with the existen- 
tialist new-generation skepticism, asked several more penetrating 
questions, and received consistently ambiguous answers. Convinced, 
reported his colleagues, and the legend grew. The publishers 
the manuals began receive overwhelming number orders. 
From Chicago, from New York, from Boston; then from London, 
from Paris, from Rome, from Karachi, from Singapore, from Hong 
Kong—from all the comprehending nooks the world came orders. 

Nor was the spontaneous cultural individuality the groups im- 
periled. Preferences varied. Nome bombarded the publishers with re- 
quests for the manual the repair lawnmowers: the irony the 
probing paragraphs was particularly welcome Nome. Albuquerque, 
the other hand, found fulfillment the manual constructing 
sailboats the oblique phrases did much improve the nonutilitarian 
orientation Albuquerque. 

Somewhat embarrassed but existentialistically brave, the publishers 
worked overtime meet the perceptive demand. Soon was re- 
ceiving, for the creation additional manuals, ludicrously large checks 
which, show his independence even from the independents, 
cashed. There was small problem making the paperback reprint 
arrangements, since the original editions had been paperbacked, but 
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the solution showed the characteristically sardonic touch. The 
reprints were distinguished from the originals their multicolor 
covers with symbolically devastating motifs: the manual film devel- 
opment, for example, had cover depicting Proustian blonde being 
salaciously approached James Joycean poet darkroom. Sim- 
ilarly, the manual the induction hypnotic trances featured 
cover portraying college professor with, many said, existentialist 
likeness Ezra Pound, the act bringing hypnotic heel girl 
who could only Ophelia. The cults marveled. 

Nevertheless, the greatest triumph was achieved the manual 
the extermination garden bugs. The paperback reprint was compar- 
atively innocuous, with cover denoting Baconian noble ruthlessly 
pursuing harem terrified redheads butterfly costumes. The 
obvious imagery Organized Society victimizing the Creative Spirits 
was all too prosaic, but the television and motion picture adaptations 
sensitized the Truth-seekers the shrewdly concealed significance 
had injected into the manual. 

Both the audiovisual versions stressed the precept that, unless 
the bugs were controlled, the garden could not flourish. New existen- 
tialist vistas were opened: had been communicating Message 
least doubly profound. Not only could the Truth-seekers perceive 
themselves the fragile victims vengeful Society, but they could 
also grasp the warning that unless the crassly conformist ten- 
dencies their circles were controlled, their creative spirit could not 
flourish. 

Astonishing though this revelation might seem those unversed 
existentialist Truth, the genius was promptly revealed 
have still further dimensions. less than seven additional interpre- 
tations the pest-control manual were forthcoming. Some these 
were, indeed, acutely intimate their support the individuality 
doctrine that they have not been shared with others. Nevertheless, 
the status the new apostle was assured this manual. 

Perhaps the most contemplatively mystical aspect the Discovery 
was the way chose demonstrate his contempt for his new status. 
With the money that flowed into his ascetic coffers, formally 
married Cleopatran brunette and undertook Alexandrian explor- 
ation the Mediterranean area. The better reduce them lament- 
able insignificance, purchased amazing number materialistic 
symbols. His followers had many meditative chuckle the news 
that had acquired poodles and pearls, tuxedos and tiaras, seaplane 
and split-level. The height parody, naturally, was his purchase 
yacht. 
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With distance added between T., whose yacht was sighted from 
time time the sunnier areas the Mediterranean, and his admir- 
ers, the contemplative philosophical enthralment grew: new existen- 
tialist heights passive appreciation and ascetic involvement were 


reached without, course, trying. 


Combos began appear mystically the less hygienic (i.e. less 
constrictingly compulsive) night-clubs, playing courageous interpre- 
tative mood-pieces which the idealistic lines were percep- 
tively sung Truth-seekers. would difficult overestimate the 


impact such lines as: 


“Counting now slowly with the coin above the forehead say 
one two three you are sleepy three four five your eyelids are 


heavy six seven...” 


Or: 


“Where native customs are undermined cultural disintegra- 
tion may develop until functionally meaningful diffusion sub- 
stitutive operationally equivalent precepts occurs, illustrated 
the catastrophic consequences the Eastern Volhavian loss 
puberty rites...” 


course, the insights were suitably divided into poetically 


doses 


“Counting now 
Slowly with the coin 
Above the forehead 


Say 
one 
two 
three 
You are 
Sleepy 
three 
four 
five 
Your eyelids are 
Heavy 


six seven...’ 
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Or, the higher-altitude Subterraneans (notably the Rocky Moun- 
tain and Catskill coteries) preferred 


“Counting 

Now slowly with the 

Coin 

Above the 

Forehead 

Say one two three you are 
Sleepy 

Three four five your eyelids are 
Heavy 

Six Seven...” 

Such variations truth-form-perception were not all disturbing 
the select: that the possibilities were seemingly limitless naturally 
strengthened the reputation artist scope and depth. 
Unlike many works, those offered doctrine broad and 
flexible was fairly saturated with contemplative freedom. was 
indeed recognized the new emancipator: unconventional even 
the unconventional (how telling that yacht!), was leading his flock 
unprecedented liberality perspective, and making mincemeat 
stuffy norms. 

While the elements passive integrity (“Say one two three you 
are were understandably highly prized, their contexts con- 
tributed much their significance. The worldly issues that harried 
many people were magnificently ignored T.: nowhere did his 
manuals mention hydrogen bombs, artificial satellites, summit confer- 
ences, baseball standings. Although flavored his works with 
shrewdly symbolic references such issues (for example, the obvious 
allusion the continuation certain excise taxes the manual 
the preservation aboriginal and the disposition farm 
surpluses the manual losing unattractive pounds), was essen- 
tially them and unconcerned with them. His mystical aloof- 
ness was, course, dramatically evinced the ease with which 
detached himself from his milieu and hied unhesitantly the Mediter- 
ranean. 

Although the facts and facets presented this paper have not, 
the best knowledge the writer, been comparably summarized any 
other publication, they are certainly not unfamiliar the gamely grow- 
ing legions Truth-seekers. However, the supreme triumph 
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has not yet been generally revealed his followers. The writer 
privileged unveil it, for all who read for themselves contemplate 
freely. has written novel. 

Lest his mounting minions feel that has been somewhat exces- 
sively aloof concealing the news from them, let added once 
that has had only the most obliquely mystical awareness 
himself. His New York agent, quietly ascetic individual carnival 
origins, perceived the novel lurking his manuals: shaking with ex- 
citement, separated and recombined (in what jocularly referred 
random fashion) the sentences six manuals, inserted 
quotation marks where they obviously belonged, and knew once that 
the result was literary history. sent the manuscript for 
confirmation. The manuscript came back without single alteration 
striking tribute the agent’s tenderly had the 
manuscript been handled that the uninitiated might almost think 
had never been unwrapped. 

Now the gates are opening. The galley proofs have already been 
read avidly small group south Westchester County, and these 
fortunate few are dazed. After the galleys have been tried out few 
other pilot groups, the work will released. Its title publishers’ 
secret, but his publishers are also reported dazed. 

let the news spread freely. Let the book clubs ready themselves, 
and the television and motion picture industries prepare their emis- 
saries. Soon, now, T.’s opus will with us: work mystically 
contemplative, rich passive symbolism, ascetically diffuse 
its existentialist meanings, and baffling the uninformed that the 
old generation will have choice but join the new forever 
exiled. 
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Two from CELESTE TURNER WRIGHT 


SEA LIONS’ GROTTO (OREGON) 


coin clinks down the telescope eye 
Can scrutinize their guards, open day 
Sprawling like sweet potatoes without pay 
Breezes will puff the fishy odor by. 


Out the sun the earthy tunnels lead, 
Innering the sea-caves, where again, 
From echoed ledge, huddle men 
Watch how they roll their bulkiness and feed. 


The torch gleams phosphorescent now and then 
Where underfoot the mouldering traces lie 

one ancestral bull who, his need, 
Clambered upon this pedestal die. 


Great Brontosaurus, having left seed, 
Planted his final paceprint yesterday 

But still the sea-pups, tenacious breed, 
Flip from these rocks and bobble the bay. 
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CALIFORNIA MISSION RESTORED 


cuts the air, occupies the space, 

afterimage deceive the eye; 

Indian never moulded round his thigh 

Tiles for this roof nor palmed the adobe case. 

Empty unblemished colonnades efface 

The rubble heaps blandly these walls deny 

Realities interred and falsify 

Life that once swarmed and sweated through this place. 


The only verities lie unrevealed 

Seldom pilgrim the caravan 

Lured this plaster pageant views field 
The padres hallowed when their time began— 
Parching, unweeded, but the fallows yield 
Strangest all rare earths, the dust man. 
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COLLECTOR 


From velvet cradles where love viols slumbered, 
tenderly into light she lifts her own: 

shoulder pine defined against her shoulder, 

it’s difficult know which one older— 

the ageless instrument, the resonating chambered 
hollow heart and breast where foetal rhythms lie. 


Beneath her slow caress, hear dry strings liquefy, 
body eggshell cheek, varnish bone. 
Tensions relax concentrate free 

the gathered richness into darker tone 
illuminating shared transparency. 


Tuned their pitch, she matches gut and metal 
strings with artless toss nerve and fiber. 
Taut the sounding bridge, her fingers settle, 
yearn the exquisite bow, controlled, impassioned, 
letting her music find lovely labor 

the new existence retrospect has fashioned. 


Across uncomplicated decades, her skeining mystery 
winds all our world with love and signs human: 
music, your tongue flame, your true name Woman 
vibrating unmeasured sympathy. 
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Jack McLarty’s paintings have won easy popularity. Many react 
negatively the relentless neon color the earlier works and are not 
won over the paler tints and half-obscured, proliferating imagery 
the later paintings. But chiefly there quite natural resistance the 
disquieting suggestion, found most McLarty paintings, that our 
lives are—underneath—chatoic, empty, and desperate. The “delight 
content” paintings low, compared with that the nature- 
poets Northwest painting the non-objective art intended chiefly 
“music for the optic nerve.” 

The fact remains that they are often the most compelling works 
group exhibition and that they are clearly the work original 
and uncomprising mind. That portion the art-loving public which 
sees the role the artist more complex than the administering en- 
lightened pleasure finds the statements McLarty valid—especially 
period when much art addresses itself only those states 
mind feeling which respond configurations having clear anal- 
ogues the visual world. Paintings which tell have 
not known before” about our lives the psychological climate our 
times must draw upon such potent images the figure, the mask, 
room, animals, ship, river, bridges, with which human thoughts and 
feelings have for long been deeply entangled. The more original the 
handling this imagery, the more interesting the statement. Mc- 
Larty’s painting, the import, borne through great variety 
images unsettling combinations, often painful and shocking. Yet 
there question the paintings being the imagery 
standing the way the pure expressive form. The canvases are 
strong and original expressive statements. The swinging children, the 
towering Rose Festival concoctions, the sportsmen and masquers, all 
enrich and expound the abstract elements—the forms, colors, and treat- 
ment—which are themselves vividly expressive the images are inex- 
tricable from the forms, each giving the other aesthetic life. When the 
import shifts emphasis over the years, imagery changes 
and with appears corresponding change the color, shapes, and 
total appearance the canvas. 

The first one-man exhibition McLarty paintings was held 1945. 
The theme most these paintings the city, often the city 
the compositions, general, turn strong parallel vertical axes, the 
tonal contrasts are strong, with many structural elements black. 
are compressed order contained whole within the 
picture, and opened that see the garish goings-on inside. this 
group The City, 1945, illustrated. this and other paintings the 
period the metaphorical images are easily read. But many these 


McLarty with Poison Tree oil, 43” 32” 1955-56 
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The City oil, 36” x 38” 1945 


Beach Swings 


oil, 43” 1945 


images will appear later with new overtones and clusters meanings. 
The City the lovers, forming single isolated silhouette, stand 
light area over which rises the Bridge; their right the Wall, 
nearby the Clock Tower. The man crutches, the Watcher, the Out- 
sider, may seen the protagonist—the Outsider, another guise, 
appears later McLarty’s work. The stout figure the news vendor 
protected the Umbrella—still favorite metaphor the artist. 
The three figures the street—counting the lovers one—exist 
private worlds the night club the merrymakers persuade themselves, 
for moment, that they are not alone. Throughout the painting faces 
are obliterated, averted, shadowed. There something the air 
tableau about this and other early McLartys, action stilled, emotions 
frozen. The space the painting hollow and unified like stage 
set. Few paintings after the will present unambiguous space 
iconography clearly legible. 

The paintings inspired the Vanport Flood (1950-1952) make 
break with the city canvases. The color has new character, with elec- 
tric blues, greens, and reds; new meanings, suddenly more complex, 
have joined forms and images which are more varied and which seem 
require new kind space, series interlocking overlapping 
settings. recurring idea, the hazardousness life and the ineffective- 
may first have appeared the flood paintings. Flood, 1950, 
unattached buoy cruelly hooked under umbrella 
hopelessly ineffectual protection; the jet from fire hydrant spends 
itself against nearby wall. 


King the River oil, 36” 1951 
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Vanport Flood oil, 43” 32” 1950-52 


Perhaps this the place say that few may set out “read” the 
paintings this fashion—-or need to. respond without volition 
certain images. have all been conditioned, for example, think 
danger when see towering wave with claw-like fingers foam, 
chasm the floor under our feet and are constructed that 
kind color spells strangeness and hazard, and certain shapes are 
ominous. The metaphorical content the paintings fused with these 
elements, and may only become conscious them late our experi- 
ence the work. feel first the impact the whole through the 
aesthetic force the color, the composition, the drama deep darks 
against intense lights, and the more insistent the images, the wave 
which breaks diagnonally across the canvas, the two female figures 
conspicuously placed and treated. may notice next the vividly col- 
ored balloons, the underwater group, the buoy, star shape jet 
water which, for some reason don’t immediately understand, play- 
ing against nearby wall then, the total import the canvas begins 
felt more fully, the wasted jet may seen symbol inef- 
fectuality. Similarly the buoy, floating free with the concealed book 
not far from the feet the brown bather, suggests that the safety device 
may itself mislead and carry its own dangers. protection, then, 
safety, certainty for man anywhere. 


Jack McLarty says was silent onlooker child, not taking 
part the games other children. Perhaps this years-long role 
sharpened the powers observation and the imaginative insights which 
see his work—his feeling separateness encouraging him look 
beneath the surface. any case astute and sensitive observer 
and seems natural him that ideas which develop out topical 
events and scenes should appear his work. The themes the 1950’s 
—the Rose Festival, carnivals, playgrounds, sports, and others—en- 
twine and overlap the paintings the decade advances and the work 
gains depth and complexity. They seem group themselves, for the 
most part, around two larger themes: children and their play, and 
variety masquerade. But there are also paintings fantastic plant 
forms, works based myths, series butchers and meat shops, 
variety dancing figures related carnivals and rodeos. 

The works about children are difficult discuss briefly but they are 
important and should not neglected. are slow discern the sug- 
gestions they make because they touch fenced-off part our con- 


Self-Portrait Rosarian oil, 24” 32” 1950-51 


collection Rachael Griffin 


a> 


1952 


oil, 20” 50” 


Rose Rider 
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Dark Beach oil, 22” 36” 1951 


collection of Mr and Mrs, Walter McMonies 


sciousness where only platitudinous images are acceptable. Many 
McLarty’s child figures are not easily acceptable, but there nothing 
simple here the proposal that children are capable monstrous 
acts and imaginings that childhood cruel and tragic time, much 
which have made haste forget. rather the suggestion that 
the world children separate, that all know about what they 
choose tell inadvertently reveal, and that these glancing lights are 
often puzzling and unsettling that forget them make suitable 
substitutions. the works illustrated here, only Beach Swings and 
King the River the subject explicitly but the toys, play 
equipment, costumes, and preoccupations children will found often 
later paintings. The little boy King the River stands the for- 
mal swirls his torrent, holding aloft crazy broken umbrella, two 
ribs which strike against yellow moon. The color scheme, limited 
yellows and heavy greys, not playful, and there atmosphere 
something fearful impending which seems first threaten the 
striding But then see that much this sense the figure 
the child itself with the uplifted wings the rain cape, the little 
hands black against the dark sky, and the shadowy face which tells 
nothing. many McLarty paintings children appear bat-winged 
through simple childish upraised arms jackets turned half inside out. 
Something the same thing happens the children suspended, head 
downward, jungle gym rings. The little figure Beach Swings 
more playful example, but some these hanging figures are less 
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than accoutrement and preoccupations childhood are 
often used engagingly enough however, and child face, though shad- 
owed, often looks out with most innocent mien. 

The beginning the large group which have called 
the Rose Festival series (1950-53). many these the artist’s fancy 
explodes exotic, towering concoctions which are delightful and play- 
ful. Yet there kind mindless pomp suggested too, and the top- 
heavy structures, often carried tiny fingers, threaten crash mo- 
mentarily. Self Portrait Rosarian, 1950-51, the head and the 
inside the parasol are sanguine with the most vivid cadmium reds, 
roses appear and cheeks, the handle the parasol has sprouted 
tribute leaves—yet the face looks out under the conventional Ro- 
sarian straw, with such somberness which gives the fiery reds more 
sinister symbolism. Later, the 1958-60 group, the paler color 
most the Rose Festival works, certain “frothy” treatment the 
surface, and the deceptive air gaiety, will appear again such 
paintings Water Sports, the Neon Horse, Fountain 
Youth, and the “dancing figures.” 

Water Sports may serve example the late paintings. The 
painting, which measures inches, light color, with pinks, 
yellows, light blues, and greens. The unifying color white. 
was used similarly the early paintings.) All shapes are curved— 
waves, umbrellas, boats, figures are wavy, and foamy with the white 
that permeates all. impressive Neptune figure, wigged and crowned, 
leaves banner and umbrella over the scene. Under his gaze reclines 
pale, fleshy female nude. And all around are the most outlandish 
variations-—absurd, comical, nightmarish the water sport theme. 
Inhabiting this crowded canvas are twenty-five figures, two them 
nudes, the others variety costumes ten figures are the great 
central boat, seven are partly submerged the water. All are hatted 
wigged. There are nine umbrellas. Some figures row the boat, one 
fishes from umbrella, glistening balloons are held aloft, almost 
submerged figure reads paper, one swims upstream, umbrellas are 
put and taken down, gross nude sits the shoulders water 
skier, group rowboat with outboard motor shoot dice green 
baize, the figurehead the boat windblown figure with um- 
brella. Nearly all the participants this fantastic water fete wear 
curious headgear; many wear glasses. dead center, sitting 
almost automobile, sits the tiny figure little boy, the 
visor the cap shadowing his eyes. takes part the amazing 
events which swirl around him; the Outsider who appeared first 
the man crutches the early paintings the city, but even less 
touched the doings around him, and less attentive. 
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Water Sports oil, 42” 67” 1958 


collection of Portland Art Museum 


may possible look this painting merely fanciful, play- 
fully imaginative improvisation intriguing theme. But there 
much that this view ignores. Though the total effect the canvas is, 
first glance, rollicking and light-hearted, some the images are 
somber the extreme. The automobile the center presumably 
being drawn down tide and sand—a frightening idea—and the child, 
oblivious, sits atop it; the driver still inside. Throughout the can- 
vas, all faces are shadowed, masked, averted, almost obliterated. 
sure, every image cannot read fearsome; often precisely 
this mixture the playful and the horrifying which compelling 
McLarty works. The seeming contradiction between the light and 
billowy treatment and import that far from gay tends dis- 
appear study the canvas; McLarty paintings have way 
changing under the eyes. treatment which appears first 
the embodiment gaiety, Sports, begins suggest, 
the paint itself, which grimly compulsive and repetitive. 
Similarly the beautiful, rhythmic jets Fountain Youth meta- 
morphose, without warning, into pattern suggestive prison bars. 

McLarty’s painting, the thought, expressed almost every can- 
vas, that life tragic and often horrifying. The originality these 
works lies the topical and frequently festive themes employs for 
this expressive purpose, and the vitality style which changes 
without hesitation the artist’s intention develops—a style which, 
being creative, makes compromise with current taste “beauty.” 
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1959 


oil, 42” 


Voyage the Neon Horse 


1955-56 


oil, 45” 


collection of the Portland Art Museum 


> 


Foutain Youth 42” 66” 1960 


1960 


ink and chalk drawing 


The Game 


1958 


‘ink and wash drawing 


Dance Figure 
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CONVERSATION with VIRGIL PARTCH 


THE CARTOONIST HUMAN BEING 


July this year Virgil (Vip) Partch, one 
this country’s foremost gag cartoonists, gave 
series lectures the University Oregon’s 
Summer Academy Contemporary Arts. The fol- 
lowing conversation was recorded tape shortly 
before one Mr. Partch’s lectures. Participating 
were Roy Paul Nelson, assistant professor jour- 
Thomas Ballinger, associate professor 
art and education and Ron Abell, NWR editor. 


ABELL: Perhaps can start this discussion with comparison 
today’s cartooning with that the 19th century. Mr. Partch, would 
you agree that maybe the classic age cartooning our past? 


Gee, actually don’t think so. think it’s ahead us. There 
are more top-notch artists coming into now. I’ve known many 
fellows who have taken straight art art school, who since have gone 
into cartooning. But the old days of, oh, say the turn the century when 
Mutt and Jeff came along and things like actually they were more 
drawn fellow who had idea rather than man who was 
trained wield pen and pencil. 


Would you include editorial cartooning this observation? 
PartcH: No, say the classic age editorial, political cartooning 
—for the time being say it’s behind us, just start little argu- 


ment here. 


Why? What was there about the editorial cartooning the 
late 1800’s and early 


y 
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Well, would say that one the reasons call classic 
age that, just before the Civil War when our newspapers really got 
going full blast and were really fairly new medium far wide 
circulation went, that the stuff really started coming out full force. 
had such powers Tom Nast, who still sort considered the 
dean American political cartoonists. course had some wonder- 
ful things work with—the Tweed gang and the post-Civil war period. 
Right now have mainly, oh, get something like presidential 
election these well, the boys are really going hot and 
heavy now but don’t quite have the same world situations work 
with that these boys had. Everyone’s leaning towards Khrushchev car- 
toons and just seems how funny can you make Khrushchev 
how idiotic can you make Khrushchev. was saying little earlier 
that can’t make fun president it’s getting the point 
where it’s almost sacrilegious so. 


Would you say that this feeling holds true for the gag car- 
toons too? Would you say the taboos are stronger far you’re con- 
cerned today than they were say 1940 when you began your gag 


Yes. Yes they are. And 1940 they were stronger than they 
were 1925. Gee, was looking some the old, early Peter Arno 
cartoons from the early New magazine and Peter got away with 
quite bit that can’t tackle today. They’re not off color but they play 


rather close the they’re little blue, and can’t 
that. 


ABELL: Just the area blue stuff are there other areas involved 


Well, during that period, no. was jazz age, guess 
would call it, and there were quite few cartoons not dealing with sex— 
many cartoons, lot good stuff dealing with everyday life. But the 
reason mention Arno that The New Yorker and has been our 
top humor magazine this country and Arno and has been the top 
cartoonist the top magazine, use him example. But George 
Price, for instance, sort satirized and brought little laughter into 
rather sordid tenement life New York. And then you get somebody 
like Helen Hokinson who works very subtle, easy satirization the 
clubwoman. But there’s nothing hard with her stuff; she’s nice and 
soft and gentle. 
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ABELL: Would you say that cartooning more easygoing now than 
twenty years ago more? 


Well, back little further. the 19th century cartooning 
lacked humor altogether putting over satirical point view and 
there was just laugh all. Then gradually I’d say the laughs 
started appearing after the Civil War; there were quite few humor 
publications, weeklies and monthlies that came out and died—long since 
died—and then about the turn the century started into some pretty 
good things that lasted. Judge and Life lasted for quite few years and 
they were for the most part funny stuff. 


ABELL: Would you say that the cartoon less of, say, social weapon 
than was generation ago? 


Well, it’s hard say because twenty years from now 
look our cartoons that are published today probably say, well, 
these are fine social satires the 60’s. know that look cartoons 
the 20’s and 30’s and consider them fine social satire but whether 
did the time don’t know. Now rather tough one ask 
that subject because feel there’s any social satire work, it’s 
broad that can’t see it. 


Virgil, I’m interested your opinion about the use the 
the term relative cartoon and art. The arts, know, have 
disciplines. Art works, artifacts, etcetera are determined rule be- 
cause they have somehow sustained certain interest they have quality 
that has been recognized over period time. How example can 
you justify calling cartooning art How does this fit into your scheme 
explanation? 


Well, have many facets cartooning. use Mutt 
and Jeff one extreme and use Covarrubias and George Bellows 
and quite few artists who did cartoons— 


BALLINGER: Would you include such person Goya this group? 


would say some Goya’s things were the fringe be- 
tween cartoon and art: The Horrors War— 


BALLINGER: The reason ask the question obvious one: because 
Goya you know recognized very serious artist— 


Well, course when say cartoons, I’d say modern people 
think cartoons being funny. But they don’t necessarily have 
be, and Goya was doing very biased approach the horrors war 
and overstated his case quite often because his particular beliefs. 
those etchings that did I’m just certain that didn’t run into 
actual set-up models that has drawn; other words has taken 
one drawing and put several things that has seen into one drawing. 


Would you say that overstatement piece art work 
makes cartoon, then? 


almost say that. Some Breughel’s work would class 
almost cartoon, would someone like Bosch, who does the same 
thing. Bosch working the field surrealism, cartooning, caricature, 
fine art, don’t know, it’s hard say where one begins and the 
other stops. 


BALLINGER: Now would you agree this statement about drawing— 
and I’m going just arbitrarily say that drawing new way seeing 
things—would you apply this cartooning? 


Ye-e-ss. standard subject such the eternal triangle 
well, each cartoonist will see that different way. Now Arno will 
handle from the sophisticated, tinselly, cafe society New York. 
George Price will handle from the tenement district approach, the 
sordid approach. Whereas Arno’s people are very, very handsome and 
debonair and the people will say—oh, example cartoon Arno’s 
where the husband says, “My wife looks terrible tonight.” And there’s 
good-looking fellow right next him who says, “Sir, you’re speak- 
ing the woman love.” Well, now that’s nightclub humor. Now Price 
will tackle from this point view: there’ll brownstone 
remember cartoon where has—you know how beat-up looking his 
characters are—he has these two old gals who must 65, with wrinkled 
stockings, legs that look like sacks walnuts—they’re standing 
there, and down below the sidewalk are two equally elderly gentle- 
men just fighting furiously and one the women the top the 
stairs saying, fighting over me.” don’t know how, say, 
Hokinson would handle but she would take very gentle view it. 


BALLINGER: Would you also consider cartooning, Mr. Partch, 
form communication? You are familiar with I’m sure the artist 
the early part this century—Posada, the Mexican, who essentially 
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understand was concerned with communicating certain ideas 
people, the masses sense, Mexico. How does that fit with 
cartooning? was classified cartoonist. 


Yes. Well, did that more than say his fellow country- 
man Covarrubias. Covarrubias went not into giving messages the 
people but more into the scholarly end grew older, into paint- 
ing and digging history his country from scholarly standpoint. 
don’t believe that have can’t recall right now anyone 
who put into class with him this country. think our country 
just wee bit different than the Mexican setup was, especially 
that period there was crying necessity for his type work. 


The higher rate illiteracy course made this particu- 
lar medium very vocal, didn’t 


Oh, yes. I’d say that the cartoonists and artists Mexico 
have much more power that particular field communication than 
here. Where theirs profound statement, ours North 
America small chitchat houseparty type thing. 


BALLINGER: The cartoonist then might find himself very power- 
ful position. 


PartcH: Well, when you figure that cartoonist will reach—in 
case have about twenty million issues day coming out—and don’t 
know what they figure, that two-and-a-half people read every issue, 
that’s fifty million people. Well have potent instrument 
there and only taboos and limits taste keep line. don’t know 
—if wanted set the world fire course could probably get 
out two three cartoons along that line and then the hatchet would 
come down the editorial end. 


you fit the editorial end too, with 


Well, I’m the humor editor only the masthead. don’t 
have anything with that. What governs cartooning this coun- 
try right now what the syndicate and the publishers feel will sell. 
It’s strictly money situation. Now this differ quite bit from 
fine artists because the fine artist doesn’t have into that funnel 
the way and get tapered down until fit the requirements 
the magazine. Now True, for instance, has this type they want 
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men and women gags, hunting gags, outdoor men type things; the 
man must always top dog. anyone the butt the joke must 
the woman because after all it’s man’s magazine. Now Saturday 
Evening Post has different setup altogether that’s more the homey 
type thing and leave sex out that pretty much. And there you 
can’t heard many arguments against United States car- 
tooning because the man always the one who gets the short end 
the stick. 


Now aren’t you trying correct that your Big George? 


Yes am, but notice that spite first desires that 
I’m gradually getting around where Big George—-the magazine and 
newspaper feature character—is getting the rough end. 


Virgil, man who’s made people laugh for years, you 
have some way defining humor? there some way classifying 
types cartoons, for instance? 


Well, would say there’s the understatement cartoon; 
example that would bunch sailors freighter and from 
the galley see man—a cook, messman—coming with tray 
coffee and while he’s out the middle the clear deck, huge wave 
washing over and will obviously carry him off into the ocean, never 
found again. One the sailors says, “Well, there goes our coffee.” 
Now see, that’s understatement thing. Then have the sick type 
things and pull Charlie Addams into that; example that 
would one Charlie Addams’s old mansions with his weird char- 
acters top—a night scene—with the Christmas carolers down 
below and his characters are just about ready dump boiling oil 
the carolers. Well it’s really pretty horrible thought and he’s stepping 
the toes one our more cherished beliefs. 


get with that cartoon today would you say 
that magazines have gotten the point where they’re longer willing 
even have— 


The New Yorker could. The New Yorker has much wider 
field which work than, say, some the really big circulation 
magazines do, and again bring the Saturday Evening Post. Now 
another type gag would reversal thing, something that couldn’t 
possibly happen. think you mentioned Steinberg one his cartoons 
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where two men are sitting cliff and you can’t tell how deep the 
gorge but one the fellows speaking the other and he’s saying, 
“Oh yes, son that tall now,” and he’s holding his out over 
the gorge. That’s impossible situation based everyday state- 
ment. Then the kidding the cliches—taking something that say 
every day and twisting around into something. Usually it’s some- 
thing completely asinine that appears funny. It’s nothing 
that will last it’s just passing remark. And then you have 
Helen Hokinson’s type humor which is—oh, she did many things 
women’s clubs and she just jollying the girls along little bit. 
example hers would where the chairman standing front 
the girls and she has behind her the fellow who’s obviously going 
the speaker the day and she’s saying, Mr. Killagrew 
going give little insight into the horrors—but not too much—of 
Spain.” course this came out during the Civil War. Now she’s not 
doing the understatement the grotesque the sick but it’s still 
nice pleasant little humorous touch—a satire what ladies say 
these very genteel clubs. 


“ALL RIGHT, PARTCH, WAITING—SAY SOMETHING 


> 
G | 


Most these cartoonists you’ve cited have been New Yorker 
cartoonists. Are there any important gag cartoonists, aside from you, 
who are working for magazines other than The New Yorker? 


Well, bring The New Yorker because it’s common 
ground for anyone who’s interested this discussion; our top 
magazine. Everyone who does like graphic humor does read it. But 
lately, use magazine such Mad—there are some terrific little 
bits humor Mad magazine. Mad kidding our established institu- 
tions much more strongly than The New Yorker and oh, they have fun 
with television shows such Rin Tin Tin, reducing diets or, oh, 
many things which The New Yorker even touch. 


BALLINGER: I’m wondering, Mr. Partch, about who decides whether 
cartoon might called good cartoon poor cartoon. the fine 
arts, example, have what facetiously call critics these are 
generally people who really never get involved the fine arts but tell 
those who are practicing the fine arts what good and what isn’t 
good. Are there cartoon critics? For instance, The New Yorker 
rather sophisticated publication appeals certain kind indi- 
vidual. This group people might prefer the cartoons The New 
Yorker but might not like the cartoons Mad magazine. Who’s the 
one that makes these kinds decisions? Who the cartoon critic? 


Well, don’t have critics such. The final judge car- 
toon course the public. But the gauge that have the success 
cartoon would how many anthologies will print certain car- 
toon. There are many cartoonists who have had their stuff printed 
many anthologies and then there are other cartoonists who never get 
them. But really don’t have judge. Each magazine course 
has its art board, which composed cartoon editor and managing 
editor usually, and couple associate editors, and they over 
quite few cartoons select what they feel their public wants see. 
Now they don’t always guess right, course, because what funny 
this week might not funny three months from now when comes out. 


you know any cartoonist, perhaps including your- 
self, who ever does cartoon that just has done but not necessarily 


from standpoint having sell? 


Oh, I’d say that good third work done purely for 
small group friends. have great deal fun doing them and put 
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lot more drawing into them. You see, I’m typed now. I’ve been typed 
for long time and try put little drawing there once 
while, well—it’s usually routed out the engraver orders from the 
art director. But have grand time doing these drawings for friends. 


like get your mailing list. Speaking these editorial 
decisions, would you say that there are any subjects for gag cartoons 
today that are particularly hot? That is, these are the ones that you’re 


selling? And let just throw this in—maybe the psychoanalytic type 
joke? 


Yes, well there are tremendous amount those, but the 
big circulation magazines are rather afraid handling, say, the head- 
shrinker-couch thing. The New Yorker does quite bit. But 
don’t see too much in, say again the general magazine—Saturday 
Evening Post—because not too many the lady and gentlemen read- 
ers that magazine have ever been stretched out one those things. 
But it’s the latest craze New York. 


gone into how you got started cartoonist. 
Would you care give few comments what prompted you 
start submitting gags magazines become humorist? 


Well, can into grammar school experience. come 
from pretty serious family artists the music field. grand- 
fathers were pretty square and they were missionaries and didn’t 
too much for Playboy And was quite serious myself. was 
quite tall kid and hands and feet were big they are now 
but only weighed about ten pounds and with the cross-eyes and the 
odd build was kind hard serious. What really did was, 
was little grammar school and had three rooms and went 
all the way through the 12th grade, each room had about four classes 
it. was love with girl who was couple years—three years 
ahead me—but she was gorgeous creature (and prove that point 
she became feature dancer Tijuana when she grew up). was 
chinning myself once and she was around there, kind handling the 
little kids, and while was chinning myself belt broke and pants 
fell down. Well you just can’t dignified about situation like that. 
had cover with jolly old laugh and little clowning 
decided right then and there that cartoonist. I’ve gone back 
and forth between wanting cartoonist and occasionally wanting 
muralist and then good easel man. art training fairly 
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academic and I’ve worked under some pretty hot-shot fellows but when 
came right down marrying and having kids was suddenly forced 
with necessity getting the bread and butter the house, started 
submitting. Well, went Disney’s first and worked there for four- 
and-a-half years and then when was released from Disney’s was 
unemployment for months and that time friend mine cut out 
some drawings that I’d done for friends, Disney’s, and pasted 
them and sent them The New They wrote back lovely 
letter—didn’t buy anything but instead rejection slip received 
letter, that fired enough that kept them going and 
eventually they started buying some work. Then started with Collier’s 
and Collier’s made complete free-lancer out me. stopped working 
studios altogether and I’ve been free-lancing ever since. 


ABELL: When would you say you were able support yourself 
Has been about twenty years? 


PartcH: Oh, eighteen years. The first drawing appeared early 
but was off the races then. figured could make fifty dollars 
week who could want more? Y’know, you could live like king that. 


ABELL: It’s good life too, isn’t it? 


Oh, it’s wonderful life. You’re stuck with self-discipline 
little bit but for some strange reason don’t have much problem 
that; I’ve met all deadlines. jolly-boying between 
deadlines but always meet the deadlines. 


3ALLINGER: Virgil, frequently have students coming this 
campus and other campuses asking how they can get involved com- 
mercial art—advertising, cartooning, etcetera. Now your background, 
you said moment ago, was quite academic. How you feel about 
the importance this kind preparation training for such person 
who subsequently will get into the commercial phase art and attempt 


Well, does not get academic training, will cer- 
tainly rue the day goes his career. might have certain 
gift that allows him become successful commercial artist car- 
toonist but will find goes along that lacking certain tools 
that wishes goodness did have. course the time get those 
best while you’re young, but they can picked later on. I’ve been 
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quite few art schools which I’ve seen old pros come back and 
take certain courses and quite well them. They’re usually more 
serious about than the youngsters. 


BALLINGER: used the term youngsters and tools and want 
follow through this might this time. you know I’m per- 
sonally interested the drawing children. Now, find, lay 
way, the difference between the mature cartoonist—a person such 
yourself—and child, essentially rest two areas: number one is, 
the child does not have the tools, that the skills, what she 
would like do, and number two that when caption used they 
will generally put the comment the cloud above the picture. 
think they have the ideas; the work many children that find 


the fifth and sixth grades particularly are extremely good examples 
humor. 


PartcH: think children have the jump this respect: they 
don’t know what they’re against. They can out and their 
thoughts with reckless abandon and they’re usually wonderful. Some 
who have studied for years have work like heck accomplish 
what the kids the fifth and sixth grades have done. little 
edge dangerous thing type theory, you know? 


Are you criticized much literal-minded readers about your 


drawing? They suggest you don’t draw real looking people and they 
count the numbers fingers hands and— 


yes, get this. feel that I’m the only one that these 
people pick on. Now theory fingers: have hand actually 
doing something where very important part the picture will 
make normal hand fairly reasonable hand. Years ago used 
just nothing but design hands. But the hand just hanging the 
side will draw the suit and the cuff and then will start filling the cuff 
with fingers. I’ve made wide cuff sometimes get twelve 
fingers. And for labors occasionally receive letters with anatomical 
drawings hands prove that there are four fingers and 
thumb. 


BALLINGER: These are from people that want reassured. 


Yes. But don’t receive too much criticism technical 
points because style kept loose and I’d say stylized and out 
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left field that one his right mind would bother say that had 
the cement mixer wrong, whereas fellow such Richard Decker 
who does more realistic, illustrative type cartoon would called 
that. This goes back the kids again. kid can draw cement 
mixer and never jump him saying, well you’ve forgotten 
rachet there and how earth would you make the thing because 
the gears aren’t meshing, and things like that. 


ABELL: like have you talk some about this subject humor and 
how you get laugh. It’s awfully hard describe perhaps, but when 
something funny, and how you get the 


Well, used work with two friends mine: Hank 
Ketcham who now does Dennis the Menace and fellow named Dick 
Shaw who’s now doing Mr. Magoo stories. Years and years 
ago—we would sit and have what called gag session when were 
preparing our batches mailed off New York. This was North 
Hollywood. would arrive with blank paper and get our coffee set 
and this was very, very serious business; you’d hardly find any 
laughing all during conference which were doping out what 
thought was hilarious. Because the lag time from when you 
the drawing ’til actually appears print must allow three four 
months, think three four months the future. Say, for in- 
stance, October. Well, October have football, falling leaves, 
whatever happens falling particular period. Then put 
subtitles, such under football we’d have spectator, player, the bench, 
the half-time pep talk, pitch men, the hot dog salesman, things like that. 
Then tackle each one time. say, “Well now, the football 
thing, the football player, now have two teams lined opposite 
each other, have T-formation.” All right, T-formation. Maybe 
have the fullback standing top the quarterback and the two 
halfbacks crossing the speak, now there any possibility there? 
check with each other see whether they thought was the 
least witty not. Maybe that work, say, “Well, what 
are some the other normal expressions? ‘He’s punting from deep 
his own Well, that might suggest fellow who buried 
his armpits and the ball being snapped him. Or, “They opened 
hole wide enough drive truck through.” Well, we’d have 
actual truck driving through the hole. And all this just kicking the 
thing around. Even then after these things and think that they 
are saleable, they might not necessarily so. might get the whole 
batch back. 
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ABELL: you still work with other cartoonists 


No. have assistant now and and sit down and mull 
things over. lot times will think that thing pretty obvious and 
that reads rather quickly, which must have our publications 
today. Well must read fast and will knock out something 
think pretty obvious and will hand McIntyre and will say, 
don’t get it.” Well, first reaction that McIntyre big, stupid 
lrishman and then course discussion can see where I’m off base. 


you get many submissions from gag writers wanting you 
use their gags? you find them useful you? 


Yes do, but don’t use gags. can see that the future 
probably will with newspaper syndication because turn out six draw- 
ings week and then the Sunday page and that eats the old backlog 
pretty fast, receive quite bit mail from say amateurs, 
people who have just one particular joke their sleeve and that’s 
what they want sell. often receive this particular gag: it’s 
man tailor shop and the man trying suit and the tailor 
standing behind him with great pair shears just cut off 
all ten the man’s fingers and they’re lying the floor and he’s say- 
ing, are the sleeves the right length?” don’t know why they 
this because don’t draw blood maimed type drawings. 
think they because grotesque style. There are several pro- 
fessional gag writers the country and that all they and they 
because their training know exactly what saleable, they have 
much higher batting average than the amateur. 


lot gag cartoonists develop successful style and then 
they find other cartoonists copying their style and selling gags almost 
the original person had done the gag. I’m thinking Lichty and 
Dick Turner and Hoff and Steig and on. Has anyone ever tried 
imitate your style Have you had competitors the field with Partch- 
like sense humor drawing technique? 


There were few when first started. You see, first was 
selling something like three drawings week Collier’s and the 
youngsters the trade would look that and say, well this the latest, 
hottest thing will put big noses and ten fingers characters 
and draw line and drop the use tone, wash, ben day, and 
great deal these came in. But cartoon editors for the most part write 


these boys and say, now cut this out and get your own style. Overseas 
there’s one fellow Germany who’s been working for years who uses 
exactly the same style. forget what signs his name. It’s Zip, 
something like that. But like old Japanese potter friend mine was 
saying about his imitators, “Well get credit for anything good that 
they and anything lousy do, they get credit for it.” 


The cartoonist I’m sure you’d agree must have high 
threshold fantasy and imagination— 


Yes. Now the cartoonists been trying 
over them from the psychoanalysis standpoint find out why they 
aren’t say, articles-writers, men more serious nature, and just 
can’t it. must some way striking back the world. I’ve heard 
great deal about this; now know that very timid and easily 
embarrassed fellow and usually not into situations where will 
run the chance being embarrassed intimidated— 


Would you say this characteristic the typical car- 
toonist 


them. can get back having our Walter Mitty side and par- 
ticular character, Big George, not intimidated anyone. And then 
you turn around and find some great burly cartoonist who 
specializing the cutest little children the sweetest situations you 
would ever want. it’s kind hard pin down just exactly. There 
are cartoonists who are very boisterous and demonstrative but for the 
most part I’d say they’re rather quiet group. 


ABELL: you follow the comic strips yourself? 


Not too much. cartoonists read fewer cartoons than 
most them do. Some the fellows over everything that comes out. 
don’t know why don’t. But sometimes can just barely stomach 
own work. 


BALLINGER: Virgil, you’re familiar course with Peanuts and Charles 
Schulz’s work. Here’s man apparently who quite perceptive and 
certainly understands the world the child. You see I’m returning 
the youngsters again—because feel that there’s something really 
there. How you suppose that does this 
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Well I’ve not met Schulz. He’s odd for cartoonist; he’s 
quite family man, doesn’t smoke drink, very, very dependable, 
all around very well balanced person. loves children and quite 
active his church. think devotes couple days week the 
church, mean full days, and has quite few children his own. 
You can tell that loves them just the cartoons. Some the other 
cartoons the past involving children you don’t know whether the 
fellow really goes for them not. It’s more like Fields: “Get 
away from me, you little rascals.” But Schulz has brought certain 
touches. keeps the child child action and child activity but 
gives them sometimes bordering more-than-adult conversation. 
sure does wonders with those little kids. 


ABELL: Our readers might interested the sort routine that 
you through—the hours you work, when you work, how many car- 
toons you can turn out week’s time. 


huh. Well, this returning the mercenary, everyday 
world cartooning from the freelancer’s standpoint. Well, wake 
6:30 the morning—on school days that—and let the wife 
sleep because she’s mean the morning when she’s awakened. It’s 
easier for from Army training get up. get up, plug 
the coffee which has been made and all set aside the night before. don’t 
know how many times I’ve stood there and watched that thing perk 
for five minutes before realize the water isn’t changing color. But 
eventually get that done and wake the kids and feed them break- 
fast and take cup coffee down the wife and push her with 
long stick and she wakes and drives the kids school and read 
the morning paper couple times—twice because don’t get really 
the first go-through, and then day begins. pick the mail 
nine. The post office very, very important thing freelancer 
because that’s where all the bread and butter comes in. It’s terrible 
day when you have three-day legal holiday. pick this stack 
mail and through and see whether have any OK’s because free- 
lancer will have several batches out one time; just doesn’t 
batch say ten ideas and mail them out and wait ’til they come back 
before does another. You start the market that pays you the most 
money and you send your new batch there and then comes back 
goes the next highest payer and down the line, but you have 
several the mail one time going through that process. Now, say 
pick some OK’s batch. Now I’m sore need money, which 
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situation that happens quite often place, well those things 
rapidly can and airmail them the East with nice little letter 
the editor expedite the check. happen rather well-heeled 
the time, will into speculative fields such features that might 
two three pages for Look True, start compiling book, some- 
thing like that, something long range. work the morning from 
when get back from the post office ’til about noon, then have two- 
hour lunch and tired but happy return home and take siesta ’til five. 
get and work little bit chow ready and then after chow 
invariably get back work unless have Steve Allen Sid Caesar 
something might want see TV. Then sit there and watch 
that hating the whole concept television every minute I’m looking 
it, afraid leave it, and work ’till about twelve one, depending 
how much work have, and then bed. 


ABELL: you whip yourself into any sort frame mind try- 
ing get the jokes coming? 


No. don’t believe any the regular freelancers that. 
They just say, “Saturday noon deadline get this stuff off 
the mail,” and you must work get the things out. You might wait 
Saturday morning. lot editors beef about this they say, 
this work you can tell that the man sat down hour before mailing 
time and knocked those things out.” And sometimes that’s true. I’ve 
done that: where just have hour ten ideas and they’ve sold 
better than when I’ve worked all week the things. You think that 
polishing and changing and redoing humorous drawing that you can 
always get much better. This sometimes isn’t true. Going back kids 
kid makes statement thought and there is. Sometimes 
it’s delightfully sparkling and refreshing. Sometimes this, too. 


Somebody who occasionally sells gag cartoon might expect 
have editor’s once every four five batches, let’s say. You 
name professional, what can you expect? Would you say third 
everything you send out purchased editor? 


Yes, would say the average third. Some batches ten 
will sell all, and some batches I’ve had through three markets 
and not sell anything. Yet you ask say that this batch 
good that batch. 


From drawing standpoint, how different your finished 
from the rough that you submitted the editor? 
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Well it’s little bolder. The lines are little heavier and it’s 
little tighter. lot cases would say that loses lot being 
tight. You get the feeling spontaneity from the rough that you lose 
the finished drawing. 


Aren’t some editors buying roughs and running them? 


Yes. The New Yorker when first started with them bought 
only roughs, and even that the art editor would paint out little sec- 
tions drawings make them even looser. One thing that you 
run into that having worked with the same style you find yourself 
falling into almost rubber-stamp technique and becomes easy 
that becomes tighter. 


you work quite bit larger? 


PartcH: Yes. work about, oh, two-and-a-half times larger than the 
final drawing. Now I’m having quite bit trouble changing over 
newspapers because the printing process. Newsprint being much 
rougher than magazine stock, you can’t depend fine, small, little 
lines and small props reading clearly. joke depends say roller 
skate the floor, well this great for magazine; you can see that 
roller skate. But newspapers you must bring that roller skate way 
front-stage, and then make much larger than roller skate would 
anyway and your composition funnel everything down 
you’re sure see that roller skate. 


your experience dealing with both magazines and news- 
papers would you say that taboos newspaper are considerably 
greater than the taboos magazine? 


PartcH: Yes. There are many more limitations and anything it’s 
fine challenge. I’m getting big kick out it. It’s become game; it’s 
sort of, “How many tunes can you write with four notes compared 
the full 


What would some typical taboos imposed newspaper 
syndicate group newspapers? 


Well, first would course alcohol, cocktail lounges, 


houseparties which anyone drinking. That’s the main one. give 
you example along that line, Gus Arriola when first started 
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Gordo had all his Mexican characters drinking vino, but immediately 
they started receiving letters that and now, what they drink 
grapejuice. It’s still vino but it’s called grapejuice, everyone’s happy. 
Sex has played down. Things that would appear say Playboy 
or, well even Look, would not go. Big George can eye girl 
the beach because she dressed bathing suit but cannot eye 
girl the office, say. 


BALLINGER: you cartoonist ever feel personally obliged 
make drawing based upon some moral, social, po- 
litical issue about which you feel very keen? does this come under 
the category taking the financial risk? 


No. Every cartoonist has his own little job his own little 
niche and there are many fellows who are doing such better job 
say, the message type drawing that leave them their particular 
field and they leave mine. Not too many fellows from one end 
the other. Carl Rose would example fellow who covers 
the whole swing. 


You haven’t mentioned your book illustrations your ad- 
vertising cartoons. Would you care comment? 


Well yes. not really been overly wordy 
about advertising because years ago when first started advertising 
just shortly after broke into freelancing, remember father was 
going art school Jolla then and told him about this fine new 
contract had advertise Wheaties—The Breakfast Food Cham- 
pions. said, God, prostituting the Y’know. said, “Yes 
but Pop, they’re paying all this loot.” needless say went ahead 
and did and would say over the last several years that two-thirds 
income derived from advertising. 


Could you make guess how many cartoons average you 


Yes, would say back during advertising and magazine 
period, about six week. Now course it’s different. With news- 
papers, have six week and Sunday but will still doing little 
bit drawing other than that, not too much. 


ABELL: wonder you have any favorite humorists per- 
haps writers that you like? 


— 
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Well, I’m great Benchley fan; Benchley more than 
Thurber. would say that favorite modern cartoonist Ronald 
Searle England right now. He’s one the fellows who’s making 
art out cartooning. 


BALLINGER: I’m surprised not bigger Thurber fan. some- 
how feel some kinship between your work and Thurber’s. 


Well don’t know. Gee, might subconscious thing that 
Thurber also the same business am, and writing too and doing 
very well both and I’m little jealous. 


ABELL: Some his gags seem like you could have done them. For in- 
stance, the barking can almost visualize that your own style. 


Thurber, feel writer and not cartoonist. Yet 
many people think him cartoonist. the type fellow 
were talking about earlier who has the ability kid put down 
idea. Although can’t draw, puts that idea down clearly and 
you can read the thing and it’s delightful. His lack drawing enhances 
the whole thing. But don’t know, that Benchley kills me. 


Didn’t Benchley some drawing too? 


Yes, one Benchley’s first drawings was for college humor 
magazine. depicted two scrubwomen the medical building and 
they’re just outside the dissecting room and they’ve picked the lid 
the garbage can and one the girls saying, “Ain’t awful, 
Maggie?” And it’s spelled “offal.” Well, that’s Benchley. 


ABELL: read something Thurber—what you said earlier reminded 
this. People meet him and expect him timid because very 
often writes about these timid Walter Mitty types but claims that 
he’s not timid all, that he’s sort angry person. 

Boy, is. He’s cranky old man, what is. 


ABELL: You suggested that maybe you’re the opposite this. People 
might expect you brash and way out— 


Instead I’m sweet and lovable... 


ABELL: was wondering whether people meet you, say strangers 


people you just met who sort put you the spot, y’know, and expect 
you funny say something funny. 


Ohsure; get this “say something funny” routine, especially 
house parties where people have had maybe two three martinis 
and they want say something funny right away. They say, “You 
don’t look like cartoonist you look like don’t know what 
they expect cartoonist look like. 


BALLINGER: But they expect teachers not funny, apparently. 


How you like your role, the way, teacher? You’ve 
finished one week here. 


PartcH: Well, this kind encroaching say, Shelley Berman’s 
profession, but Shelley can work out two three routines which 
plays from coast coast and from border border, whereas—and 
gets tremendous amount loot for doing same—and they aren’t too 
long, two shows night, something like that—but professor has 
have new act every day for two semesters and does not quite make the 
same income. I’m going campaign henceforth raising the base 
pay professors $50,000 year. 


BALLINGER: you need signature this afternoon 


ABELL: Berman, the way, was talking about how laugh comes 
about, and maintained that was communal sort thing. didn’t 
was him and the audience together. 


That certainly does work. It’s contagious. You can feel 
audience. I’ve done enough one night stands where I’m doing straight 
entertainment lecture that you can—your audience gets with you and 
you get with it. The material that you prepared beforehand—a lot 
drop out; add other stuff because you feel just certain 
way and the more they laugh the funnier you get and pretty soon your 
wife begging you get off, pointing the watch something. 


BALLINGER: This goes back vaudeville course. The rapport be- 
tween the audience and the performer was one the exciting reasons 
vaudeville and then when the films came along and TV, think 
was the performers first all that recognized this tremendous change 
and the difficulty that they had work with the new medium. 
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have that certain way freelancing because 
here the West coast are working with people the East coast 
mail and have idea how they react. When was first doing gags 
Disney’s for fellow workmen all did this: spent couple 
hours day Disney’s time just doing jokes about each other and our 
lives and what done the night before and the day before planned 
do. had such tremendous kick out these because could 
the drawing and slip under the door the guy next door and then 
stand there silently see whether killed him not. remember 
sometimes would slide the drawing under the door and there was 
laugh and then was convinced wasn’t there. course, open the 
door and yes, was there and looking the drawing. I’d take him 
off list. 


ABELL: This struck sort paradox: drawing the cartoon, 
yourself and yet this laugh supposed come from people 
reacting together. seems like must awfully hard 
this laugh going when you’re solitary. 


It’s training and that old bugaboo, commercialism. know 
over the years what saleable, least we’ve narrowed down 
that have higher grade ore than untrained fellow would have. 


Does your wife join McIntyre acting guinea pig for 
your gags? 


Oh, once while she does, and maybe for spelling. I’m 
phonetic speller and laugh hysterically some drawings 
and find out it’s just the spelling the caption that’s killing her and 
not the drawing all. But she used eliminate certain things because 
they just didn’t over all and sit and yell her and she’d main- 
tain that she was right. occasionally would send the drawing any- 
way and great day when sell that particular drawing. I’d get 
back and hop all over the house and say, you’re too square.” 


Are you being reprinted quite widely foreign countries? 


Yes, get quite play Japan and Europe and South 
America—well, all over. This mainly reprints although send big 
batches pen and ink roughs agent and sells the roughs 
too. split fifty-fifty. don’t get rich off but the old days 
they used pirate the stuff anyway and one received anything. 


BALLINGER: your measurement, that I’m thinking terms 
your particular work and your style, you find any part the world 
that seems blessed with more humor than any other part the 
world? 


Well, Americans are supposed be, judging the 
amount our work that gets abroad. think perhaps this might 
true. I’m just one many, many, many American cartoonists who have 
work all over the world. 


ABELL: Well, unless there’s something else feel pressing can 
wrap this anytime let you prepare for your lecture. 


Fine. 


ABELL: Thank you very much. You’ve been most helpful and interest- 
ing. 


think avoided all your questions. 


— 


— — 

— 
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THE TAMANOUS STONE 


Miss Kate had just begun explain about the Gardens 
Versailles and Louis the Fifteenth when the bear came wobbling and 
tumbling toward the schoolhouse down the long dusty road alongside 
the ocean. 

“Oh my!” Miss Kate said and she dropped the pointed ruler that 
she had been using point out France the flat wallmap the 
world. 

The bear came careening down the road its hind feet, carrying be- 
tween its forepaws what seemed huge rock. Most the chil- 
dren the classroom hid under their seats, crept behind the pot- 
bellied stove, but the sight the bear coming full-gallop down the 
road cloud dust held frozen the window. Miss Kate stood 
beside me, once staring with horror the bear while the same 
time trying hide with her skirts. But spite that, could still 
see the huge bear coming us, and guess got closer, Miss Kate 
could see well could the grotesque, misshapen, hawk-nosed head 
Obi sticking out rip the bear’s stomach, and must have 
realized that Obi, inside the crude wooden skeleton that had built 
hold the empty skin aright, had his hands stuck clear over his 
head into the empty sheaths bear arms that curved grotesque 
loose claws around the huge stone. 

Miss Kate said, stamping her foot. She walked back her 
desk, and picking the pointed ruler, slammed down sharply. “Chil- 
she said her sharp commanding voice. “Back your 
But that moment, the door crashed open and the bear started 
tumble in. The children screamed and hid under tables, but the bear 
came tumbling through the door anyway, catching its head the top 
the doorway that the whole wooden framework, the stone, and 
Obi himself went crashing the floor helpless, confused heap. 

“You there, Jerrod,” Miss Kate said her dry clear voice. 
“Go clean that mess up.” 
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“Yes’m,” said, and went over where Obi was trying untangle 
himself from the bearskin and the jungle nailed and splintered boards. 
The noise the children screaming had gotten out the whole village, 
and they came running great mob toward until they stood 
around respectful circle outside the schoolhouse door Obi finally 
got the stone lifted from the floor and with great effort, held 
out before him. 

come peace,” said Miss Kate, trying offer her the stone. 
bring you tamanous.” And then slipped from his hands and 
with great thump rolled over against the open door. 

“And that’s exactly where will stay,” Miss Kate said, looking 
the stone, “since it’s too big move, use doorstop.” 

Preacher Dan, the Shaker Minister, came forward from the silent 
Indians. “It’s Obi’s tamanous stone,” said. “The stone magic and 
brings magic whoever owns it.” 

“Bosh!” Miss Kate said. 

The Indians moved away from the stone and regarded carefully. 
Obi began dance and from somewhere pulled out pair bones 
and waved them above the stone. 

“Tt’s his tamanous stone,” Preacher Dan said. “It brings magic 
whoever owns 

doorstop,” Miss Kate said. “It can’t hardly for 
nothing else.” 

The stone remained front the door. None the Indians would 
get close enough that Miss Kate could order them carry 
off. Preacher Dan came around and looked and shook his head. 
magical stone,” said, and walked off whistling toward his 
broken-down Shaker church. 

“Bah!” Miss Kate said, and waved her ruler the flat map the 
world. 

But the Indians came each day look the tamanous stone. They 
would not get close it, standing half-circle around the shoolhouse 
door while Miss Kate tried explain about the Gardens Ver- 
sailles and Louis the Fifteenth. The tamanous stone disturbed her. She 
could not get the door closed. She had shout above the gathering 
Indians, who were beginning chant and dance semi-circle around 
the stone. 

“Aprés moi Miss Kate read from her book, but the In- 
dians were singing and dancing and person could hardly hear her, 
great was the noise. 

And then the stone began shrink. 
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think that must have laid before the open door for about month 
before someone actually noticed that the stone was good deal smaller 
than had been when Obi carried down the road. The word passed 
quickly through the village and the Indians tumbled out their broken- 
down houses, running with great haste toward the schoolhouse. Miss 
Kate refused listen them, and she kicked the stone few times 
show that had not shrunk. did not budge. 

shrinks,” said Biblical Holbucket, the canoe maker. 

magic,” Basket Hoh said. 

“It’s rock,” Miss Kate shouted them. prove her point, she 
sent off home get tape measure. When came back she took 
the tape and stretched carefully around the stone. Three times she 
did this that everyone might see. Then she wrote out the circum- 
ference the blackboard and pointed her long slender ruler the 
number. 

“Tn week’s time,” Miss Kate said, “you will all come back and will 
measure the rock again. Then you will see how silly this all is. Now 
go,” she commanded them, “and leave peace.” 

For the next week, Miss Kate seemed hardly look the stone. 
The Indians stayed away from the school, but for the rest who 
had sit the classroom, the stone seemed change its shape daily. 
Sometimes seemed shrink. other times, seemed double its 
size. fact, you watched for few moments, wold actually begin 
shrink and then grow and then Miss Kate’s ruler would slap down 
sharply her desk and the rock would snap back size. 

This went for week, with the rock growing and shrinking and 
Miss Kate’s ruler cracking the desk. Finally the day arrived and 
the Indians began gather around the schoolhouse door. Miss Kate 
paid them attention until the entire village had got themselves 
arranged half-circle around the door. 

shall Miss Kate said and she walked confidently 
toward the rock, the long yellow tape measure dangling from her hand. 
The Indians strained forward get closer look she wrapped the 
tape around the rock. For moment there was silence. Then Miss 
Kate gasped. The stone had shrunk two inches. 

“Oh my,” Miss Kate said and she stepped quickly backward. But 
then almost with the same movement, her composure returned and she 
glared the Indians who surrounded her. 

“Someone’s been chopping this rock,” Miss Kate said. 

Preacher Dan stepped forward, impossible,” said. “The 
stone was Obi’s tamanous. Indian would dare touch another per- 
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son’s tamanous. would bring the evil spirits upon them. They all be- 
lieve that.” 

“Hmmph!” Miss Kate snorted. “That’s nonsense. There’s reason 
for this. Everything has reason.” 

magic,” Biblical Holbucket said. stone giving its power 
Miss Kate and begins shrink.” Indian who was standing 
next Miss Kate suddenly jumped away from her. 

“You see,” Preacher Dan said her, “Obi brought you the stone 
and now begins shrink. giving you its power. Soon you will 
strong enough pick up.” 

“Of course able pick keeps shrinking,” Miss Kate 
shouted him. But then, having said that, she realized her mistake 
and stamped her foot angrily. “But isn’t shrinking,” she said us. 
illusion. Nothing has She stared the tape measure 
that dangled her hand. 

“Miss Kate speaks wisely,” Biblical Holbucket said. “The stone does 
not shrink.” 

She looked Holbucket with relief. “Yes. The stone does not 
shrink,” she said. 

“Yes, that wise,” Biblical Holbucket said. stone does not 
shrink. merely grows smaller.” 

“Yes, that it,” said Basket Hoh. “It grows smaller.” 

“That wise,” said another. 

They began chant and sing then, and soon they had their arms 
locked together huge circular dance around the schoolhouse. Miss 
Kate stood the doorway shouting them, but her words were car- 
ried away the roar the ocean and the singing chanting Indians. 
She turned and walked quickly back her desk where for long time 
she stared the flat wallmap the world that began and ended the 
middle the Pacific Ocean. 

The next morning, the first the dead chickens lay Miss Kate’s 
desk. During the night, someone had come the open school house 
and placed her desk, offering her magic. Each morning after 
that, there was some tribute her desk dead chicken, fish, mole, 
broken twig, pebble. She paid attention whatever was there, 
but each afternoon, she prepared home, she would stand for 
long while the schoolhouse window, looking out the end the 
ocean, and then with sigh, she would put whatever had been left 
the desk into her carrying bag and walk slowly away toward her house. 

Each day too, the Indians would come the school, and joining 
hands, they would form great circle around the building and dance 
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and chant that their voices rose above the sound the waves, yet 
somehow joining with the onrushing rhythm the rolling water 
rushed toward them from the end the ocean. Afterwards, they went 
the Shaker Church where they danced and prayed and rolled around 
the floor bit and then went home. 

“Attendance has never been good the Church,” Preacher Dan 
said Miss Kate one day after school. 

“Bosh!” she said. “It’s all nonsense.” She turned away from him 
her desk and scooped dead seagull into her carrying bag. 

The stone kept growing smaller and each week Miss Kate would 
take the yellow tape measure and curve around the stone. Then she 
would step back quickly and look the stone, the gathered Indians, 
Preacher Dan, the flat map the world, and finally she would chalk 
the circumference the rock the blackboard and return silence 
her desk. 

The word the stone spread, and all the Indians from miles around 
came the village stare and Miss Kate with wonder. They 
joined arms the locked dancing circle with the other Indians. Miss 
Kate stood and stared them with disgust. But then one day 
watched Miss Kate’s eyes went beyond the dancing Indians, went 
along the careening and rolling ocean, went the long dusty road and 
stopped there with final glare what she saw coming toward her: 
the priest, his cassock billowing behind him, his flat-brimmed black 
hat tilted forward into the wind, his black pant-legs curved and kicking 
over the caved-in side the broken-down mule, the huge cross ex- 
tended one hand before him rigid movement came galloping 
slow motion toward the vlilage while the ocean rolled towering 
waves him, hissing and falling back. 

The Indians scattered the priest with one movement seemed 
off his mule and digging his carrying case, taking from great 
leatherbound Bible, large candle and cow-bell that clanked violently 
over the roar the ocean rushed like angry black bear into 
the schoolhouse, not even looking the rock, marching run toward 
Miss Kate’s desk where lit and planted the candle next broken- 
stemmed rhododendron, and then turned, full with fury, upon the stone. 

said Biblical Holbucket. “It the Talking Man!” 

“It with the crooked sticks,” Basket Hoh said. 

“There magic!” said third, and once they were arm arm 
again around the schoolhouse the priest went toward the stone, the 
huge cross before him, the cow-bell somehow suspended from the little 
finger that hand, clanging fiercely against the ocean, the other hand 
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holding the Bible which placed the rock and then began dance 
around it, waving his cross and ringing the bell. But suddenly the circle 
Indians broke and reformed again Obi, his face painted red, bone 
one hand, hollow seal-skin filled with pebbles the other, came 
running the stone too, that the both them were there, crouch- 
ing, bending, dancing around the rock, the priest chanting passed 
the Bible again and again over it: exorcise thee, unclean Spirit, 
the name Jesus Christ tremble thou Foe, who hast brought 
death into the world, hast deprived men life, and hast rebelled 
against justice—thou seducer mankind! thou root evil! thou 
source avarice, discourse and 

Obi screamed the crowd Indians, arm arm, 
surged and chanted around the stone. 

Then suddenly was over. The priest gathered together his Bible 
and candle, and making the sign the cross over the stone, seemed 
already dusty motion the long white road. Obi stayed few 
minutes longer, muttering and dancing around the stone, and then 
too disappeared, his tiny crooked legs carrying him full-gallop into the 
Ocean bush. 

The stone continued shrink. few months was small enough 
that Miss Kate could have picked and tossed into the Ocean. 
But she didn’t. She left front the door. Each week, the Indians 
gathered around the schoolhouse, she would measure the stone and 
then chalk its circumference the board. 

“It will soon gone,” Biblical Holbucket said. 

“She will have all the power then,” said Basket Hoh. 

Miss Kate shouted them. “There answer and aim 
find it.” 

The answer came one day Special Delivery letter Miss Kate. 
She read excitedly and then began ring the schoolhouse bell. The 
Indians came rushing out from their shacks and swarmed great 
mob the schoolhouse. Miss Kate stood before the door and waited 
quietly until they had all assembled around her. Then she bent down 
and picked the stone up. The Indians fell back from her. 

have here,” Miss Kate said, holding the letter that all might 
see, message from across the land regarding this stone. few weeks 
ago chipped off sample the rock and mailed pharmacist 
the East.” 

The Indians began stir uneasily. “What she speaks Bas- 
ket Hoh asked. the stone,” said Biblical Holbucket, has sent 
piece her shaman the Eastern land.” 

“Ah!” murmur went through the crowd. 
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“Dear Madam,” she began read, “the sample you have sent 
piece ammonium chloride Sal ammoniac, four CL, crystalline 
structure and...” 

says the magic letters,” Biblical Holbucket whispered. 

stone white color, cool the touch and has saline 

“Ah!” 

soluble water,” Miss Kate read triumphantly, “and thus has 
been steadily evaporating due the high saturation your climate 
and geographic 

“Ai!” shouted the Indians, joining hands circle around Miss 
Kate. 

somewhat hygroscopic and...” 

“Hi-le-li-ha!” Biblical Holbucket shouted. “You hear what the East- 
ern shaman says. You hear the magic letters!” 

“Ai!” the Indians shouted and began dance around Miss Kate, 
chanting the magic letters sing-song voice. 

“Stop!” Miss Kate screamed them. “Be quiet and let read.” 
Her voice came shrilly over the song the Indians and the roar the 
ocean. stone has been 

“Ai! You see!” shouted Basket Hoh. “It magic!” 

“It used,” yelled Miss Kate, “in the manufacture dyes, candles, 
nitrogenious fertilizer, soldering flux, cement and 

“Hi-le-li-ha!” shouted Biblical Holbucket. “She speaks wisdom! 
She speaks with the magic words 

The Indians were chanting loud now that Miss Kate’s voice seemed 
die off whisper. She stood there the circle wildly dancing, 
singing Indians, staring the rock she held her hand. Then suddenly 
could see but not hear the one word forming her lips, and 
watched her arm pulled back and then came forward again, and there 
was sharp jolting silence the rock arched high into the air and then 
fell with tiny splash into the onrushing ocean. The Indians fell apart 
Miss Kate walked stiffly back the schoolhouse and rapped sharply 
her desk with the ruler. The sound snapped across the silence, and 
once the Indians separated and began walk silently and loose 
groups toward their houses. 

There was more talk about the stone. The Indians would not 
come near the school and the dead chickens longer appeared Miss 

Kate’s desk. There seemed silence over the village, and only 
when the wind blew hard from the end the ocean and the waves broke 
into gray mist against the beach could imagine mind’s eye the 
dim shapes and sounds the Indians chanting and singing, their arms 
locked together joyous dance praise the tamanous stone. 


| | 
te, 


REVIEWS 


UNDER THE FILMLAND SUN 


The Slide Area, Gavin Lambert. New York: Viking, 1959. 223 pp. 
$3.50. 


This the book about Hollywood which Christopher Isherwood 
(Prater Violet) wishes he’d written. Many have tried bring off 
enduring chronicle cinemaland. Most are firefly winks the book 
field. 

Two the ubiquitous Wests the writing game have tried it— 
Nathaniel, and Jessamyn. The Day the Locust bottled some early 
Hollywood vitriol. Jessamyn contributed journal (To See the 
Dream) her recent stay here, but more tour the West ego 
than Hollywood, fascinating and somewhat oppressive. Then there 
Budd Schulberg’s What Makes Sammy Run, but this more classic 
opportunism filmland setting than anything else. 

The leading definitive study Hollywood 1941 the book 
that name Dr. Leo Rosten (the “Leonard Ross” who wrote 
This was sociological study fi- 
nanced Rockefeller and Carnegie grants before the lush days 
grants. The book engagingly written, since Ross wrote the final copy 
himself. stuffed like turkey with data which will give scholars 
full stomach facts about the film capital. 

But The Slide Area neither sociological study, nor journal, nor 
novel. piles some detail reminiscent study, begins journal, 
and has thread telling that evokes the novel. Actually, seven 
first person stories loosely connected character, time and locale, all 
this grouped around common thematic feeling-idea. 

The result etched-out, gently shining and superbly written 
series life-pictures that relate the odd, symbolic title. His core 
idea opens this way: 
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High lurching cliffs confront the ocean, and are just beginning 
fall apart. Signs have been posted along the 
AREA. Lumps earth and stone fall down. The land restless 
here, restless and 


has slid again this afternoon. one section the highway 
crowd has gathered. ambulance stands by, winging red lights. 
sheriff directs operations. From great pile mud and stones and 
sandy earth, the legs old ladies are sticking out. Men with shovels 
are working free the rest their bodies. Objects are rescued first 
...and last the three old ladies themselves. They are all right. 
They look shaken and angry, which expected. 


Then the book’s end, engineer puffs his pipe and says, knowing 
that nothing has really been done about the problem: 


‘Maybe the foundations are shaky, maybe have another slide 
after the rains next year, but it’s slow, easy process. take 
years and years before you notice real difference.’ 

few houses more less don’t really matter,’ said. 

that’s not exactly the way put it.’ shrugged again. ‘You 
know what think? People should little careful and not live too 
near the edge, that’s all.’ 


Thus the theme. Around this are stories characters and situations 
associated with the film industry. The best perhaps long intricate 
picture perennial star, Julie Forbes, and her triumph making 
one more horrible, profitable picture despite the opposition 
artistic, honest director. This conflict takes the studio lot and 
right into the set and the shooting movie. The originals his 
characters are known the trade and mentioned whispers. 

“Dreaming Emma” tells about fourteen year old girl who comes 
bus from Galena, get into the movies and she does, after 
sleeping with and eventually marrying her agent. But her roles are 
monster pictures. Nobody notices her: they see only the monsters 
High School Ghoul. Emma Slack now Delia Blow, but she’s 
trapped. But after all, she’s young... 

Other stories depict producer’s son utterly lost, young English- 
man utterly lost, aging blind countess who taken imaginary 
trips vibrating carriage her thrifty heirs have installed her par- 
lor, and old crippled woman who tells fortunes for others who 
are lost. 

Gavin Lambert has the Englishman’s meticulous removal, and 
also has queerly intrigued, esoteric eye. And yet the feeling these 
pages warm. You can feel the writer’s loneliness draws deeply, 
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narrowly and with love, the sad flotsam the Slide Area. writes 
effectively and without ostentation his ego does not obtrude upon the 
reader. His ego even more quiet than Maugham’s first person singu- 
lar. still fascinated words, and the silvery wonder effective 
phrases flash like steelheads through the river his prose. Such 
phrases (“the gruff mountains” child clinging massive grim- 
faced aunt” brisk dry nod” the “terrible dusty brilliance” Santa 
Monica street) are the luxury the discriminating and have little 
with the needs readers. Still, difficult make such verbal 
niceties come off smoothly matrix readable prose. Lambert suc- 
ceeds with this where many writers become choppy and self-conscious. 

And yet, after finishing this enjoyable book, the question remains: 
this Well, perhaps the distilled and enriched vapor 
the outre aspect this place. And that may all pretends 
be. isn’t the filmland that not the people, either. 

Filmland people I’ve seen tend resent, even Oregonians, the 
workover the epicene fringe their industry arriviste writers. 
The life too easy senationalize. The materials its everyday work 
invite glamorization, caricature—any the headier dramatic ap- 
proaches. Because this the home mass dreams and the factories 
where they are made. Most the people here are like people every- 
where. They live reasonably clean. They work hard. They are reason- 
ably happy, whatever that means, and they exist various ledges 
security ways simple yours. They arrive later work and work 
later hours than most do. Secretaries get out the office rarely 
earlier than 6:30 p.m. Underneath the dream factory army 
workers. They are protected union organization the same way 
that railroad workers, bus drivers and university faculty people are. 
They home night families and they worry about the same 
things you worry about. They love their children and stick their 
friends. 

Because there more money here, they are easier with dollar and 
perhaps quicker succor underdog. They’re essentially nicer people 
the whole than you will find most occupations. They work harder, 
but not steadier, and they are paid little more for what they do. 
they’re satisfied. They are anything but lost souls and they wouldn’t 
trade their work and location for any other. 

There perhaps less here the “character” requirements found 
elsewhere. There some indifference about your origins. There isn’t 
time. They want know whether you can the job. you can, you’re 
and you can’t, out. Whether you did stretch prison, were mar- 
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ried five times, had known father little importance. One 
the stars who tried for part the current picture was born re- 
form school. prop man “flattened five” San Quentin. The man 
next him prepped Groton. 

Oddly enough, there less gnawing insecurity here than in, say, 
university faculty. There isn’t the ingrowing, long-range repressed and 
controlled behavior. this business there time live model life 
and wait for somebody transfer die order receive his job. 
Hence people tend perhaps little more loyal, more open and 
open-handed. 

There more the present moment, more the child’s sense 
wonder, more affinity the dream, and more readiness play and 
make believe. It’s life schedules and constantly changing deadlines, 
though; and like surgeons and city editors and intelligent faculty 
members who accomplish things, there considerable drinking. But 
doesn’t seem interefere with hard work. 

Gavin Lambert’s characters are the erratic satellites the filmland 
sun. They exist here, doubt, but they are unique, not characteristic. 
The Slide Area all vichysoisse and chives and wonderful exotic cake. 
That’s the kind Hollywood book is, and perhaps date the best 
its kind. 

—TOM GADDIS 


GLUT’S LITTLE ACRE 


The Waste Makers, Vance Packard. New York: David McKay 
Company, 1960. xi, 340 pp. $4.50. 


The Waste Makers, Vance Packard continues the social commen- 
tary The Hidden Persuaders and The Status Seekers. The bulk 
the current book series entertaining, loosely connected illustra- 
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tions and quotations the American economic scene, emphasizing the 
commercialization and “consumerism” our affluent society. These 
are bright, often garish baubles which purport demonstrate Packard’s 
theory economy which, because production outruns consump- 
tion, producers must encourage waste dispose the glut products. 
Packard concludes with some suggestions for non-wasteful use our 
economic resources, and plea for return less materialistic society. 

would like comment chiefly Packard’s underlying thesis, 
with minor remarks his illustrative material and his recommenda- 
tions. 

The thesis the least satisfactory part the book. major weak- 
ness Packard’s failure define clearly his central concept, waste. 
does not even seem realize the ambiguity the concept, the 
difficulties showing waste. sustain charge waste, one must 
demonstrate the possibility superior attainable alternative. many, 
not most, the instances where Packard thinks sees waste, more 
careful and systematic writers have failed discover superior, at- 
tainable alternative. general supports his charge with rhetoric 
rather than reason. The emotional connotations the word 
especially when coupled with the phrase “natural resources,” make this 
easy path. But scarcely leads the development sound conclu- 
sions helpful policies. 

Packard also shows his lack economic literacy his assessment 
the basic cause the objectionable commercial practices con- 
demns. argues that, because our affluence, production outruns 
our desire consume. must therefore persuaded waste. 
Packard fails understand the economists’ distinction between poten- 
tial demand for goods, which simply means desire for goods, and 
effective demand, which means desire backed the income pay 
for them. true that production can outrun effective demand, that 
sometimes produce more than consumers are voluntarily prepared 
buy. This can result the gluts with which Packard concerned, 
although the more common effect unused productive capacity. Efforts 
raise effective demand for goods without concurrent increase 
the consumers’ income can and often lead the excesses adver- 
tising and other selling efforts which Packard describes. these situa- 
tions the consumer must persuaded buy more out his existing 
income, which means saving less. For with given income increased 
consumption can only come from reduced saving. 

this all that bothers Packard (and the United States), the 
solution not difficult, though not obvious. What needed 
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increase incomes without corresponding increase production. 
Since income created production, might seem impossible 
increase one without the other. But can done. The answer lies 
with the concept disposable income, which simple terms means 
after-tax income. disposable income which chiefly determines how 
much individual will spend consumption goods. And disposable 
income can increased (e.g., reducing taxes) without concurrent 
increase production. this way the lack balance between produc- 
tion and the people’s desire buy can corrected. 

But Packard goes farther and argues—or rather asserts—that pro- 
duction outruns not only effective demand but also potential demand. 
His argument similar that Galbraith, who suggests have 
reached stage the private sector the economy (as distinct from 
such social goods education) where added goods have virtually 
value. Both Packard and Galbraith are impressed (and depressed) 
the apparently trivial nature many consumer goods, which suggests 
them are saturated with goods. For part, least equally 
impressed the importance many goods not buy, because 
can not afford them. 

Perhaps out ignorance irrationality are making poor choices 
products. But this not Packard’s point. 

brief, then, feel Packard fails provide solid thesis which 
hang his illustrative material. Consequently the book has little long 
run value. 

His amusing anecdotes and quotations are second-rate, lacking body 
and consistency. There doubt that they are entertaining and, 
taken uncritically, shocking. They are presented without discrimina- 
tion. Their significance often blurred, not non-existent. 

The over-all picture presents discouraging. Packard not 
alone his distress the commercialization and the ugliness much 
American economic life. his concluding five chapters suggests 
number ways improve society. Since they rest solid analy- 
tical base, his ideas are unsystematic. They are developed only sketch- 
ily. does comment some important problems and make some 
interesting proposals. But with none could reader make fair judg- 
ment the basis Packard’s discussion, for never really com- 
prehensive penetrating. 

His over-all conclusions are generally comfortable and innocuous: 
must develop more pride prudence and quality must con- 
serve our natural must find new outlets for the nation’s 
creative energy must “achieve enduring style life.” para- 
phrase the doctor’s remark, “Well, now, that program.” 
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stands, The Waste Makers would make interesting entry 
exhibit designed illustrate American culture. the criteria 
the private market economy within which was and which, 
real sense, produced it), the book the very measure success. 
Two days after publication appeared the best-seller list, and 
four weeks had climbed second place. Designing product for mass 
appeal, Packard has sacrificed quality and durability thought for 
superficial attractiveness. This way lies profit, but not progress. 


—H. KOPLIN 


HOMECOMING 


Kettle Fire, Davis. New York: William Morrow and Com- 
pany, 1959. 189 pp. $3.95. 


the last day October, 1960, two weeks after his sixty-fourth 
birthday, Davis’s heart stopped and the Pacific Northwest lost 
distinguished man letters and respected native son. Davis had not 
lived the Northwest for nearly thirty years and died Texas, but 
the greater part his work—novel, verse, short story, essay—is redo- 
lent the region and this handful sketches, all written within the 
last decade his life, deals almost exclusively with Oregon and 
Washington minting the memories his youth and young manhood 
kind literary homecoming. 

Harold Lenoir Davis was born near Yoncalla, Douglas County, Ore- 
gon, October 1896, the son country schoolteacher, and de- 
scended from Tennessee stock both sides the family. boy 
Davis set type Douglas county newspaper herded sheep 
mountain ranch near Elkhead. Later the family moved north and east 
across the Cascades where Davis drove derrick team for haying 
crew and tied fleeces snatching catch-as-catch-can knowledge Span- 
ish from the Mexican shearing crews. Here also returned setting 
type, this time the Antelope Herald. 

When Davis was twelve the family moved the banks the Colum- 
bia where the youngster gained some surveying experience, worked 
The Dalles Optimist, and was graduated from high school fifteen. 


HOMECOMING 


Returning Antelope Valley served deputy county assessor, re- 
vived the Antelope Herald 1915 anticipation homestead rush 
that never materialized, then drifted north survey public lands 
central Washington where also went college for few months. The 
survey-camps were supplied pack-trains and when the packers ob- 
jected the bulk and weight hard-bound books Davis took order- 
ing foreign language paperbacks. During this phase Davis experimented 
with imitating the verse minor German soldier-poet, Detlev von 
Liliencron, and shortly, while serving briefly with the United States 
Seventh Cavalry along the Mexican border, Davis submitted his verse 
Harriet Monroe’s Poetry where was not only printed but also won 
Levinson prize for 1919. 

After military service came several more years wandering from one 
job another—bank clerking, stock-keeping for power and light com- 
pany, time-keeping railroad track-gang, even six months singing 
work songs and expurgated cowboy ditties radio network Se- 
attle. Now, however, Davis was writing his free time, poetry for the 
most part, and 1928, the separate suggestions Robinson Jeffers 
and Mencken, tried his hand prose. Three sketches were 
taken American Mercury and Davis settled into writing career. 
Reasonable success with the “slicks” along with Guggenheim fellow- 
ship permitted year Mexico where put together volume 
poems published eventually Proud Riders (1942). stayed 
Mexico working complete his first and best-known novel, Honey 
the Horn which won the Harper Novel Prize 1935 and the Pulitzer 
Prize the next year. Speaking the first flush sudden success Davis 
told interviewer that planned another book and then: “... 
acquire piece land and few head nice cattle. Not make money 
out of, but because enjoy having cattle around. They are soothing. 
Pigs are too emotional, and sheep too stupid. Cattle are just right.” 
Davis did acquire ranch northern California but 1944 sold 
and moved spot east San Francisco Bay facing the Golden Gate 
where produced Harp Thousand Strings (1947), Beulah Land 
(1949), Winds Morning (1952), and Team Bells Woke and 
Other Stories (1953). final novel, The Distant Music (1957) was 
written Oaxaca, Mexico, where Davis spent his last years. 

The biographical details are important, especially the formative years 
the backwashes the Pacific Northwest. There came know in- 
timately the second generation Oregon homesteaders and settlers 
both sides the Cascades well the land that sustained them. 
soaked that rugged, rural area the extent that its color and contour 
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and texture became thoroughly ingrained that most Davis’s writing 
however sophisticated thought intricate plot still draws pro- 
foundly from what learned nature, human and elemental, during 
the restless drifting his early days. 

Like Melville and Twain Davis’s novels unfold several levels. 
Honey the Horn the surface deals with the degeneration the 
pioneer tradition during the final homesteading flurry the first decade 
the twentieth century. There also loosely-knit love story. an- 
other level the narrative supplies combination catalogue Oregon 
occupations and state guidebook not only, Davis himself pointed 
out, its climate, scenery, topography, flora and fauna, but also 
its range emotions, perceptions, traditions, behavior-patterns.” 

Again, Winds Morning there orthodox story involving 
love and suspense beneath which lies the theme pioneer optimism 
and idealism confounded confrontation with the materialistic values 
the nineteen twenties; while yet another plane the advance 
spring Eastern Oregon detailed with the precision and sense 
pace military campaign. 

Kettle Fire Davis’s commitment the region complete with 
settings the sketches ranging from Malheur county southeastern 
Oregon Puget Sound and embracing much the variety climate 
and landscape found between these two extremes. The book un- 
pretentious collection ten occasional pieces written between 1953 and 
1959 and all published first periodicals—one New York Times 
Books, eight Holiday, and the title piece Northwest 
Oregon centennial number the summer 1959. 

Davis has frequently been likened Mark Twain or, less often, 
Thoreau, and Kettle Fire tends sustain both comparisons. For 
example, Davis’s account shot the dark his Hard-Shell Bap- 
tist grandfather who had retired early after officiating pioneer wed- 
ding rings true Twain: 


Nobody ever found out whether hit anything not because, load- 
ing the gun hurriedly the dark, had rammed the tail his night- 
shirt down one barrel along with the powder, the shot yanked 
him out the window fell three floors into the middle 
the-wedding celebration with his shirttail flames around his 
neck and scared everybody almost death. Several guests collapsed, 
and some ran eight ten miles without stopping. grandfather 
sustained broken arm and second-degree burns, and miscarriages 
were claimed two ladies and denied heatedly three others, in- 
cluding the bride. 
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The sketch, Walk the Woods” suggests immediately Thoreau’s 
famous essay, “Walking.” Both men agree that walking best done 
the wilds and that much the charm lies the lack pre-de- 
termined destination. Unlike Thoreau Davis was not inclined veer 
invariably the west, perhaps because was already there. Davis, 


like Thoreau, saw nature whole and was close observer noting 
rambled 


—coveys mountain quail dodging through the salal brush, always 
with one quail perched low limb watchman bumblebees 
the patches fireweed;...deer and rabbit trails leading down 
through the underbrush the creek, and some bleached crawfish 
shells scattered along the wet sand where marten had flock 
band-tailed pigeons that settled big madrona tree eat the 
scarlet berries, not perching limbs birds ordinarily do, but 
clinging the outside foliage they had been pasted for 
ornament, and then flapping away panic because one them lost 
his hold and let out alarmed squawk;... 


Again Davis demonstrates his evocative power, marked now and then 
with Twainian rythms, when describes the narrow strip that stretches 
between Coast Range and sea: 


must have been intrusive kind place grow in, with 
white-topped combers jarring the granite cliffs like dynamite blasts 
and the long wall black spruce and cedar tossing and roaring 
the spring gales, and swarms huge gulls screaming and fighting 
over the salmon that got washed out the sand bars the spring 
spawning Cliffs and combers and gulls are still there, and 
the timber, black spruce fir cedar, not bent twisted 
the sea wind but standing straight and rigid against the gray 
cliffs which they are rooted. There not much variety color 
the country. Except when the flowers are out, mostly varia- 
tions green, and even autumn alters very little: few blots 
yellow the maples, sometimes verging white, few streaks 
pink the dogwoods, though hardly enough either break the 
monotony. 


Despite reminders Thoreau and Twain these essays bear Davis’s 


distinctive stamp. them essentially nature writer working 
with material freighted with sentiment yet avoiding sentimentality 
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the hard-finished honesty his description perhaps snatch 
wry humor, flash shrewd insight, twist common sense. Each 
piece, whether concerned with Puget Sound sheep herding 
camping the woods fishing, has its descriptive quality enlivened 
and leavened with anecdote character sketch that region and 
people, nature and man are fused. Quite properly this little collection 
closes with “Kettle Fire.” the best the book and must read 
appreciated. 

Perhaps Kettle Fire is, one reviewer characterized it, collec- 
tion minor pieces major writer.” Nevertheless, asserting 
does, albeit times grudgingly, Davis’s awareness and appreciation 
that, despite extended physical separation, nourished him long 
lived, fitting final testimony. 


—EDWIN BINGHAM 
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FLAMINGO 


There are several ways regard the flamingo; 

these the best may ahead before 
you saw the flamingo, because there not thing 
you can about flamingos appropriately. 


Most them are not like the usual flamingo 

motionless pink plastic which you find the store 

that also sells lawn-chairs, trowels, and caged birds who sing 
though they may appear suburbs inanimately 


spring dawns, when tricycles come flamingos go. 

not very easy hold onto flamingo until you’re 
asleep pretending, drunk—scared and imagining 
flamingo—and stalk inebriately. 


There are places where it’s hard miss flamingo— 

black oceans where there are rocks but sky and shore, 
when caught under noon moon, four the morning. 
fantastic mathematics stands obdurately 


what makes the race short-legged birds absurd: flamingo. 
Compared sparrows planes seem inferior, 

this ill-winged king with its long ringed throat and always thin 
pink limbs that wait, sometimes black feathers, patiently 


for and the less companionate peacocks know 
where the center lies. Whether the park four, 
flamingos are accurate. Other created things 

non-flamingos assume importunately 


are what’s meant be, until time 

striding through our dreams when the flamingo comes before 
wake and hear sparrows. Then believe all things 
that are not they are, nor seem exactly. 


— 
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OSCAR MANDEL (Suite for Un- 
accompanied Lover) currently Ful- 
bright Professor the Universities 
Amsterdam and Leiden. His play, 
Island, will appear soon The Massa- 
chusetts Review. has long list 
literary and critical publications. 


JACK McLARTY (art section) 
Oregon painter who has studied 
both the East and West coasts. 
instructor the Museum Art 
School, Portland. has had num- 
ber one-man exhibitions, including 
exhibitions the Portland Art Mu- 
seum, Reed College, the Kharouba Gal- 
lery and the University Oregon Mu- 
seum Art. His work represented 
the Portland Art Museum, the 
Seattle Art Museum, and private col- 
lections. 


ROY PAUL NELSON (Discus- 
sion with Virgil Partch) teaches class- 
article-writing and magazine- 
editing the University Oregon 
School Journalism, addition 
doing free-lance art work and editorial 
cartooning. 


VIRGIL PARTCH (Discussion 
with Virgil Partch) one the most 


successful free-lance cartoonists the 
United States. has published nine 
books his own work. 


WILLIAM SAYRES (New 
le) social anthropologist with the 
University the State New York. 
was last represented NWR with 
poetry. 


JANET SCHULTE (Flamingo) 
the Division Experimental Medi- 
cine the University Oregon Medi- 
cal School and working novel. 


PETER VIERECK (Roots) pro- 
fessor history Mount Holyoke 
College. His work has been widely pub- 
lished. The short poem appearing 
this issue excerpt from his forth- 
coming verse-play The Tree Witch 
which Scribner will publish Spring, 
1961. 


CELESTE TURNER WRIGHT 
(Two poems) Professor English 
the University California Davis, 
and past NWR contributor. She has 
published articles, book Eliza- 
bethan literature, and nearly hund- 
red poems, which she currently pre- 
paring for publication volume. 
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